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5 — * in their 
own Praiſes, fly out into un- 
heard of Elogics upon others, 
or elſe by their Pedantick 
Criticiſms, render their Works 
-nauſeous to any diſintereſted 
Perſon that ſhall read 'em ; to 

A 2 avoid 


( iv ) 
avoid therefore all Frippery 
in this kind, J muſt only ac- 
quaint you, the Gentleman 
that drew the following 
Picture of the Golden Age 
(how happily ſoever he may 
have ſucceeded in the Under- 
taking) has endeavour'd to 
entertain the inquiſitive Phi- 
loſopher, the unexperienc'd 
Youth, and the tender Vir- 


T O 


TO THE 


AUTHOR 


OF THE 


Eſſays upon PasTorar, &c. 


Hat Modeſty attends the greateſt 
7 Wit! 
When th' eaſieſt Lines, are ſtill 
the beſt are writ, 

The fineſt ſuch, to which but few attain, 
'T* exhauſt an Argument without a Strain; 
And where ſhall Nature to be found incline, 
But in thy Subject, and Effays like thine! 


She 


(my 
She loves the Fields, where ſhe exerts her 
Pow'r, k kd 
And there frequents , and ſmiles in eyry 
Flower, 4 
Leaving the Citys which the never made, 
To dance on Plains, or reſt beneath the Shade; 
In the unpainted Reed ſhe takes delight, 
Aod tural; Quarrels, does her lf excithy 
Pleas'd with a pretty Turn, and harmleſs Jeſt, 
She ſhums the Flights, and keenneſs in Requeſt; 
Which brought by Vice and Pride, upon the 


Sage 0 
Are the groſs Strokes, which touch an harden'd 
Age, 


So abſurd to her, to Serephon ſo unknown ! 
Their Language has a Goodneſs of its own. 


0 envy'd Innocence! O Times Divine ! 
When Princes talk'd of Kids, of Lambs and 


Kine 
; When 


( vu ) 
When Man's Affairs, could but few Faults 


allow, 
His Sins no more, than childiſhFollies now ; 


How bravely then, becoming noble Blood, 


YourGenius,Sir,attemprs,the publick d 

We both delight to ſee thoſe Days again, 

And learn Inſtruction, from thoſe pri- 
ſtine Men, | 

So lively drawn, and by ſo great a Pen! 

Such ha ppy Rules, for Paſtoral you give, 


At once to write you teach, at once to live. 


Magdalen College, 
Cambridge. 
E..& 
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AGE 6. 1.9. after Trimethous, add, a 4 þ $7, 
1. 10. r. Exemplers. p. 8.1. F r. Saraband. p. 11. 
I. 1. for ſudden, r. further. p. 12. I. 15. r. Primigenial. 
pe IF. 1. 11. r. Ntian- like. p. 63. 1. 15. r. Prolomies. 
p. 73. 1. 8. r. prepoſt'rous. p. 89. 1. 7. r. Archives. 
108. J. 2. after Diverſion, add, a Squirril or. p. 167. 
hy for ſweet, r- rich. p. 181. 1. 2. r. Where. p. 186. 
1. 9. r. Horrer dwells. p. 197. 1. 7. r. Emelius. p. 213. 
I. 3. r. Xeriffs. p. 216. 1. 7. for highly, r. juſtly. p. 230. 
I. ult. r. Eumolpides. p. 231. 1. £ F. cleanere I. If. r. 
Salamines. p. 232. 1. I. r. procur'd. 1. 10. for thee, r. 
me. p. 243. |. 5. r. Cornelia. p. 251. I. 20. r. Heir. 
P 2. 13. I. 10. read, 
Sacred to Fame, a glittering Temple ſtands. 
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Plays in Quarto. 
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Bloody Brothers. 
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have a Wife. 
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Maid in the Mill. 

All theſe by Beau- 

mont & Fletcher, 


Artful Husband. 

Jane Gray. 

Titus &hBerenice, with 
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Perfidious Brother. 
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Cheats. 
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Falſe Friend. 
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Henry IV. of France. 
Spartan Dame. 
Coquet : or, The Eng- 
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' Doating Lovers. 
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Duke of Glouceſter. 
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UPON 


PASTORAL. 


HOW pleaſant was the 
Life of an Arcadian Swain! 
How undiſturb'd from 
Care and Trouble did the 
peaceful Shepherd live, 
whoſe ſhort Pilgrimage thro? this ſublu- 
nary Globe, and Paſſage to a far more 
glorious State, was one entire Courſe of 
bleſt Security, of perfect Eaſe, and vir- 
gin Innocence! When Phebaus his ce- 
leſtial Steeds, mov'd from the roſy Eaſt, 
Dametas, quitting ſoft Sleep, and balmy 
B Slumbers, 


A Repre- 
ſentation of 
the Lite of 
an Arcadian 
Shepherd. 


(2) 
Slumbers, haſted to his numerous Flock ; 
and as they voluptuouſly fed (no rave- 
nous Wolf being nigh) he, leaning on 
his Crook, mus'd on the wondrous 
Frame of Nature! With what admirable 
Wiſdom the Heavens were ſtretch'd forth, 
and after how beauteous a Manner the 
Earth was adorn'd with orient and pearly 
Meads, with rich and ambroſial Groves, 
with lovely and charming Plants, with 
odorous and beautiful Flowers, with 
tranquil and mild Retreats, with pure 


and delicious Streams, with fragrant and 


enamell'd Banks; in fine, the thrice hap- 
py and humble Swain, with ineffable, 
with unconceivable Pleaſure and Satis- 
faction of Mind, ſurvey'd the kindly 
Germinations, or Springings out of the 
prolific and teeming Womb of the God- 
deſs Ceres! But if Sol emitted his Rays 
with a too fervent Heat, the Arcadian 
Swain (ſupinely laid under the ſhady Co- 
vert of ſome large ſpreading Oak) reſign'd 
the buſy Nature of intruding Thought, 


to gratcful Slumbers, or yet more endear- | 
ing Dreams, till ſuch Time as Heſperus 


awak'd, and call'd him from his Sleep; 


and 


33 


(3) 


and as he gently drove his Flock along, 
we may imagine him to have ſung theſe 
or the like Words: 


What Charms in Innocence we find ! 
Our Flocks rove ver the Glade; 

Ev'n Jove himſelf to Swains is kind, 
And Laura decks the Shade, 


The Fold being made faſt, the Shepherd re- 
turn'd to his lonely Cottage, where he en- 
Joy?d himſelf in his plain but wholſome 
Diet, with abundantly more Content, than 
Apicius with all his Latzan Dainties ; he 
drank not out of gold or ſilver Cups, 
neither did Ambition reign in his quiet 
Breaſt, but ſpent the whole Length and 
Meaſure of his Days in {weeteſt Har- 
mony and bliſsful Solitude; the Floor of 
his happy Receſs was not layd with Indian 
Marble, or Venetian Stone, neither was the 
Roof of his humble Delling embelliſnh'd 
with rich Dædalian Fretwork; in ſum, no 
coſtly Apparade or Furniture ſhin'd in 
any Part thereof; a limpid Stream with 
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(4) 


mantling Honey-ſuckles being all the 
Luſtre of the meek Shepherd's Cell. 


The hz" AL THo* the vigilant Employ of a 

a primi- faithful Shepherd, may now be deſpica- 

ave. zl. ble in the wild Notions of ſome gilded 

juſtrated Bubbles, yet it was once not ſo mean- 

by Ex- ly thought of: Manethon, a refin'd 
amples. I a 

Jeuiſh Writer, obſerves, there were of 

this Rank of People + Kings of Ag ypr, 

who rul'd ſucceſſively the Space of five 

hundred Years, and ( without having re- 

courſe to the Moſaick Hiſtory ) it does 

not a little aggrandize the Perſon of him 

am treating on, to intimate to you the 

firſt Founders of old Rome were Shep- 

herds, and that Romulus in his Infancy 


was preſerv'd by the Guides of the Flocks. 


—_—— — 


„ — 
cn_— 


+ *'Tis beliey'd theſe Kings Shepherds were Arabians, 
and that in the Reign of Timœus they came and ſubdued 
a large Part of Egypt; but were at length forc'd away 
by Themoſis, another King thereof, who capitulatin 
with them, that they ſhould go whither they pleaſed 
without Moleſtation, they, together with their Families 
and Effects, departed out of Egypt into the Wilderneſs, 
and ſo into Syria, being in Number, two hundred and 
torty Thouſand. 


Apollo 
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Apollo fed the Sheep of Admetus King 
of the Phereans, upon the Hills of The /. 
ſaly. Proteus, the Son of Oceanus and 
Thetis, was the Shepherd of Neptune. 
Ariſteus, an ancient King of Arcadia, 
was eminent among the Flocks, and took 
no ſmall Delight in the Management of 
Bees. Pallas, in the Form of a young 
Swain, ſecur'd the Treaſure of Oly/es, 
that was laid in an Iſland of the 10. 
nian Sea: Nor can I pretermit what 


Ovid relates in the Firſt Book of his 
Faſti, vis. | 


Frondibus ornabant, que nunc Capitolia gemmis ; 
Paſcebatque ſuas ipſe Senator oves : 

Nec pudor in ſtipula placidam cepiſſe quietem, 
Et fenum capiti ſuppoſuiſſe, fuit. 

Fura dabat populis, poſito modo Conſul | aratro; 


Et levis argenti lamina crimen erat. 


Green Boughs i'th' Capitol did Gems precede, 
And Roman Senators their Flocks did feed“ 


B 3 Nor 
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Nor wou'd they bluſh in Fields to ſleep by Day, 
Who made a Pillow of a Lock of Hay : 

The Conſuls then in Clothes as Shepherds plain , 
Forſook the Plough, and did Rome's Laws ordain. 


Anſwerable to this great Humility of 
the famous Roman Conſuls, is that of 
the holy Spyridion, viz, That whilſt 
he diſcharg'd the Office of a Prelate at 
Trimothous in Cyprus, he would frequent- 


ly Morning and Evening viſit his Sheep, 


and count over the Number of his Lambs. 
In a Word, a very ingenious Author, 
under the Perſon of Amarillis to Tityrus, 
writes, I have always heard ſay, that 
Shepherds were the Images of Sovereigns, 
that the latter govern their People as we 
govern our Flocks, and that the Sceptre 
and Sheephook ought to have the ſame 
Reſemblance : Which truly agrees with 
that excellent Expreſſion of the Grand 
Cyrus, viz, That a good King was in 
all Points like a good Shepherd.” From 
whence, and theſe few Precedents T've re- 
cited to you, we may very well infer, 
the Arcadians were no ſuch abject Per- 

{ons 


(74) 


ſons as perhaps a futil Momus may un- 
juſtly ſurmize them to have been: Tho' 
Virgil ſays, 


— Gods in Woods reſort, 


Amidſt the Groves was Dardan Paris' Court. 


THE magnifick “ Swains of the G,. The Atea- 
den Age were fo eminently endued with bianShep. 


herdswere 


that + mild and harmonious Nature, Men of 
they may very well be eſteem'd as fit Bir 
Examplars for us to imitate, with Re- poſitions.) 
gard to their Mode of Living, their 
Piety, and their Innocence ; the Truth 


of which in ſome Degree will appear, 


by the enſuing Epiſtles. 


—— 
—— 


+ When Laius King of Thebes had paſs'd 4 er 
Sentence upon Oedipus, it was hindred from comin 


t 
effe& by Phorbas, one of the Shepherds of Poly bus 
King of Corinth. 
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CELADON to ALExIS. 


Af ter that I had ſaluted your Cheek, 

and kiſ'd your Hand at Lycop's 
Feaſt ( 4 Pallaſintha danc*d à Sara- 
brand to Admiration ) I found at my 
Return to my Bower, a milch Ewe that 
Thyrſis gave me (on the flowry Bank 
of Tnachus ) Vith her two Amonian 
Lambs, lying nnder the grateful Ex- 


 panſe of a Linden At firſt I ima- 


gin?d they choſe that Place of Reſt, mere- 
ly for the Shade and Coolneſ5 thereof” 
but, alas! ina few Minutes I perceivd 
ny Miftake: for indeed the Ewe, through 
Sickneſs, hardly able to lift ber Head 
from the Ground (by a kind of Sympa- 
thy) inform'd the bleating Lambs with 
fuch an Indiſpoſition, that they abſolutely 
refus*d whatever I gave them, and were 
ſeig d with ſuch violent Tremblings , 

that in Amage I calPd Daphnis and 


* 


*The Name of a beautiſul Tree which affords a great 
Shade. 


Egle 
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Angle (who were in a Honeyſuckle Walk) 
to be Witneſſes of my Calamity. The 
Nymph ſhew'd an inexpreſſible deal of 
Fondneſs for my languiſbing Ewe, and 
with Tears in her Eyes ſigh'd over my 
Lambs; yet neither the Maid or the 
Swain C altho never ſo willing ) could 
afford *em any Relief. Now, my dear 
Alexis, you who are a young Arcadian, 
and nearly related to Menalcas, Palæmon, 
and Tityrus, I earneſtly entreat the Fa- 
vour of you, to intimate to em the Con- 


cern I am under for a Part of my be- 
loved Flock. Adieu. 


CELA DON. 
A Nrrr fr nrαι⁰α⁰Dnr-Hararerden 


Alexis to Celadon. 


7 4d not a little griev'd at what you 

ſo pathetically write concerning your 
Amonian Ewe, and have therefore made 
bold to ſend you by Ampycides, 4 Japan 
Bottle of citron-Water, a Drop or two 
whereof, Limona tells me, in an Acron 
Cup full of the cryſtal Stream, 1s the 
moſt delicious Cordial under Heaven : 


And 


(10) 
And this "tis well known, that the Inno- 
cence of an Arcadian Swain (who chear- 


fully reſigns himſelf to the Diſpoſal of 


the Gods) is a ſufficient Defence againſt 


all the unhappy Diſaſters of Chance, yet 
T hope you'll not reſent that as an Error, 
which is only, my dear Celadon, the Re- 
ſult of a ſincere Friendſhip. Suada, the 
Goddeſs of Eloquence, was with me 
when your elegant Epiſtle came to my 
Hands, and aſſur'd me before Melibœus, 
ſhe would not fail ſolliciting Thymbrean 
Apollo in your Behalf : And verily, in- 
dulgent Swain, I ſhould, upon the firſt 
Notice of your Diſpatch, have repair d 


10 Menalcas, Palæmon, and Tityrugs, 


for their able Advice; but that I was 
ſenſible how deeply they were engag d (in 
a myrtle Bower ) about an Heſperian 
Tulip, and where Flora ſits as Mode. 
rator : The Debates will in a few Hours 
be concluded, and then I ſhall watch 
all Opportunities of remonſtrating to em 
the Good-will you bear *em, and how 
glad you ſhould be, in reference to your 

Ewe 


is, A at, Rs. 


—_ 


( 42) 
Ewe and Lambs, of a ſudden Proof and 
Teſtimony of their Love. Adieu. 


P. S. A very pretty 
Shepherdeſs in- 


tends to bring you 
the Memoirs of ALEXIS, 
Cupid. 


THAT, which gave ſo tranſcendent a A Def 
Luſtre to the Ante-diluvian Earth, was + wg 
the kind Influences of the Planets, the +0 "7a 
Clearneſs of the azure Sky, the Serenity 
of the Heavens, the Calmneſs of the Air, 
and the ſmiling Aſpects and Phznomena 
of an infant World. O what Theatres 
of inconceivable Felicity muſt thoſe am- 
broſial Retreats have been, in which 
there was Nothing but Love, Innocence, 
and Harmony! In a Word, how amene 
were thoſe exuberant Fields, where every 
the leaſt beautiful Germ did, as it were, 
chant and proclaim a perpetual Æquinox 
or Spring! Neptune, at that Time, had 
no Empire over the Waves of the Sea, 
nor had Aolus any Authority over the 
Winds; there was then no boiſterous 
Storms, 


(12) 


Storms, no frightful Hurricanes (upon 
the Lybian Sands) or rough Invaſions of 
the Weather ; and although ſome ancient 
Shepherds mav bewail their Goats yean- 
ing upon Rocks, yet in the Age of which 
Pm diſcourſing, there was not any ſuch 
formidable Building in Nature known, 
neither was there rais'd by the almighty 
Fiat, any ſuch lofty Stracture as a Moun. 
tain (whether Oſa, Tinaus, or Imaus;) 
perhaps there might be /par/em here and 
there ſome little Hills, like that of Her- 
mon which ſtands upon Jordan, but, 
alas! theſe were all the Luxuriances or 
Swellings of the Primogenial Earth : 
The Deſarts of Arabia were then nothing 
elſe but an endleſs Variety of beautiful 
Cloſes, adorn'd with Lilies, Roſes, Jeſ- 
famins, Sc. The large Idalian Wood 
was then all paſture Ground, enrich'd 
with Rivulets, with undulating Streams, 
and limpid Fountains; and the Ne- 
mean Foreit (there being an uninter- 
mitted Jubilee - of Birds) was a wide 
Labyrinth of Groves, embelliſh'd with 
Honey-Trees, with Palms, and with 
Cedars : In fine, no noxious Herb, 

or 


(13) 
or poiſonous Weed, no malignant Root 
or deadly Drug, no peſtilential Fly, or 
venomous Serpent, did then offend or 
incommode the Happineſs of a primitive 
Swain; neither was there to interrupt 
his Eaſe, Wolves, Crocodiles, Hyzna's, 
Lynxes, Odonta's, or any ſuch like tu- 


rious and ravenous Bealts of Prey; nay, 


there was no ſuch terrigenous Animals 
as a Cynocephale, a Biſon, or an Ono- 
centaur : And although the roſeate Dews 
would often liquify the verdant Plain, 
yet this did not any Ways moleſt the 
Shepherds, or in the leaſt prejudice the 
Nymphs, but on the contrary, render'd 
the latter more ſtrong , healthy, and 
the fitter to attend Dzana upon the 
Chace. Extremely were the Napææ 
pleas'd to fee the Anemonies unfold their 
Charms to the gentle Breezes ariſing 
from the humid Earth. The ſweet Brier 
in thoſe golden Days ( St. Ambroſe veri- 
fying my Opinion) had not that ſpinous 
or prickly Subſtance as it is now infeſted 
with: In a Word, Nature ſeem'd as if 
ſhe took a becoming Pride in herſelf, and 
Heaven no leſs a Delight in beholding 


the 


(14 ) 
the Finery of thoſe odoriferous Groves. 
A great Wit of France, in his Fifth Satyr 
a Monſieur le Marquis d' Angeau, de- 
tivers himſelf very handſomly on the 
Aurea Atas of the World, viz. 


Dans le temps bienheureux du monde en ſon en- 


fance, 


Chacun mettoit ſa gloire en ſa ſeule innocence : 
Chacun vivoit content, et ſous d' egales Loix, 

Le merite y faiſoit la nobleſſe, et les Rois. 

Et ſans chercher Y appui d une naiſſance illuſtre, 


Un Heros de ſoi meme empruntoit tout ſon luſtre. 


Alſo the charming Muſe of Tibullus en- 

gages our Affections on the like Sub- 

ject, vig. 

Non domus ulla fores habuit, non fixus in agris 
Qui regeret certis finibus arva lapis. 

Iꝑſæ mella dabant Quercus, ultroque ferebant 


Obvia ſecuris ubera laftis oves. 


Non 
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Non acies, non ira fuit, non bella; net enſes 


Immiti ſævus auxerat arte faber. 


Which I've tranſlated thus, 


Unto the Houſes then no Doors were made, 
No pond'rous Stone was for a Land-mark laid. 
The Oak did Honey give, and on the Plain 
The Eues with ſtrutting Dugs would meet tha 

Swain: | 
No Strifes in War, or dreadful Shields were 
then, 


The rude Produftions of Cyclopean Men. 


But now! fo raviſhingly fine is the Su/- 
monian Poet in his Tyrian-like Painting 
of the enamelPd Meads, that I ſhould 
think he rather alluded to the delicious 
Garden of Eden, than merely to the 
Beauty of things in the Golden Age: 


Ver erat æternum; placidique tepentibus auris 


Mulcebant Zephyri natos fine ſemine flores. 


Mon 


(16) 


Mox etiam fruges tellus inarata ferebat - 
Nec renovatus ager gravidis canebat ariſtis. 
Flumina jam lactis, jam flumina nectaris ibant ; 


Flavaque de viridi ſtillabant Nice mella. 


* Ar- THE bright Arcadian Swains enter- N 
eee actain'd a high Eſteem for tlie ſacred Nine, N 
 - but eſpecially for Erato And as there's 
Muſes, no Branch of Poetry requires ſo much a 

refin'd Genius, as the exquiſite Compo- 

{ures in Song, I ſhall preſent you with 

an Inſtance of their Delicacy of Taſte 


in Matters of this Kind. 


He 


(17) 


& G -G . & c c . x te & cy c c. & & ch . 


S0 N 
In Praiſe of Adonis's Grove. 


| 275 EIS) Ellona here from War does ceaſe, 
8 And talks of nothing elſe but Peace, 
5 he 2322 Tulip and the od rous Roſe ; 
Abate her Care, 

Allay her Fear, 


And all her Thoughts to Harmony compoſe. 


The bright Cyllenia often here 


Does in her ſhining Robes appear, 
Her Train of Nympbs defend her from all Harms ; 
Sbe Feſſ mine takes, 
And Noſegays makes, 
Whilft Tubaroſes circle round ber Arms. 


Napzz 10 theſe Shades reſort, 
And in ambroſial Coverts ſport, 


C That 


(618) 


T hat here poſſeſs the Height of earthly Joys 


Who ſing and play, 
The Time away, 
And under Flora live ſecure from Noiſe. 


Ripe Figs, the Neftarine and Peach 
This feet delightful Grove enrich, 


Deckt'd with Acanthus, Hyacinths and Nard ; 


Where Grapes invite, 
Allare the Sight, 
And all the Banks with Violets are ſpread. 


Not thoſe thrice happy Days when Men, 
Mou d ſleep unburt Pt Lyor's Den, 
Did ſuch a beauteous Scene of Bliſs afford; 
Where Fraun do flow, 
And Lilies grow, 
A fit Abode for ſome immortal God. 


Hail, ſpotleſs Nymphs, who here may find 


The trueft Pleaſures of the Mind, 


No 


( 19) 


No Troubles t diſturb a Virgin's Breaſt ; 
But by the Spring 
The Birds do ſing, 

And you in young Adonis all are bleſt. 


Amons many other Talents for which They 
the Arcadians were juſtly celebrated, a 5 
natural Fluency of Expreſſion (upon 
any emergent Occaſion) was not the 
leaſt, and of which I ſhall here lay before 


you a Specimen. 


THe 


O RAT ION 


O F 


DP IMAN D E R. 


Have deliver'd to ye (O 
ſplendid Auditors!) many 
Speeches in Praiſe of the 
| God of Love, and of the Cy- 
« prian Queen; yet my Aſcending this 
„Place at this Time, is not to foment, 
« but rather to abate the impetuous De- 
* ſires of a Swain intoxicated with Love: 
« And for Amzntas to languiſh for Cle- 
„lia, when ſhe has evidenc'd ſo much 


« Levity,. is, doubtleſs, an Argument 
of 


cc 
cc 
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(21) 


of no {mall Puſillanimity of Mind. 
Our wile Anceſtors (that contended for 
Antiquity with the Ag yptians,) were 
of the Opinion, there could be no real 
Grounds for a ſuperlative Love with- 
out an Union of Affections, and unleſs 
there were an equal, a mutual Return 
of the ſame generous Paſſion. There 
are many living Creatures, that by a 
mere Inſtinct in Nature ſhew a Kind 
of Diſdain to ſuch Animals as have not 
a like Propenſity towards 'em ; and 
ſhall a young Arcadian Swain pine at 
the Coyneſs of a Nymph, when he 
has the whole Groves of Amonia be- 
fore him? Indeed, I mult ingenuouſly 
confeſs, there's no parallel Inſtance to 
this unfortunate Lover any where in 
all our Traditions and Annals of Time 
to be met with, nevertheleſs, it A. 
mintas would aſſume the Fortitude of 
a Shepherd, he might ſoon free himſelf 
of this irregular Flame of Love: Not 
that I would be thought to impeach 


the Temple thereof, or plead againit 


the Omnipotency of the God; for, 
Oh! *rwas Love that from a ſhapeleſs 
1 * Chaos 


(an) 


4 Chaos gave Birth to Phebus : But my 
c ultimate Aim and Deſign is to vanquiſh 
an inordinate Deſire, to ſubdue an un- 
« ruly Affection, and, if poſſible, to 
« bring both the one and the other un- 
„der the Throne of Reaſon. In the 
„ Cool of the Evening, when we walk 
« in the Ambroſial Garden of Olenius, 
« where Juno by touching of a Flower 


“ conceiv'd and brought forth the God 
& 


** 


« with a Pomegranate, a Nectarine, or a 
« fine Grape, nor will our importunate 
“ Senſes be fatisfy'd, till we've indulg'd 
„both our Eye and Palate therewith ; 
& fo likewiſe when an amorous Swain 
„ beholds a beautiful Nymph ( ſet out 
in all the Ornaments of a rural Dreſs ) 
& till he has revell'd in her Boſom, rifled 
all her Charms, and pluck'd the virgin 
Flower, his tranſported Mind is reſt- 
„ leſs and uneaſy ; but alas! when he has 
« regal d himſelf with the inviting Fruit 
„of his Deſires, and the Edge of his 
« Appetite is taken off, he then grows in- 
different as to that, which he before ſo 
* ardently long'd for, nay, and whilſt it 
— 1 may 


Mars) ourSight perhaps may be raviſh'd - 


623) 
* may be, the Soul bluſhes at what the 
„Body has done; in a Word, if Amin- 
« fas were join'd by Hymen to Clelia, 
* T queſtion if he would find his Expec- 
e tations to be anſwer'd. What! and 
& ſhall a renown'd Arcadian Swain grieve 
“for thoſe Things he cannot help, and 
« of which he dosn't know the Value ? 
« The more we preſerve and kindle in 
our Breaſts the pure Flame of the Veſ- 
tal Fire, the more refin'd will our No- 
tions be of Ehſian Bliſs: Let then 
« Amintas (ſince he ſees the Unwilling- 
“ neſs of the Maid) ceaſe to lament at 
« her unkind Uſage; if one Nymph 
proves timorous and ſhy, yet another 
may be as kind as fond as himſelf; and 
“ ſurely the Shepherd, either upon the 
« lep:d Plain, or in the flowry Groves, 
may meet with ſome lovely Fair, that 
has Charms equal, if not ſuperiour 
to his Clelza: Bur if, after all his 
* moſt diligent Search and Enquiry , 
there's none but her can be plealing in 
* his Eyes, let him invoke Pallas to his 
* Aid, and call upon the Gods for thei 
2 Help.” | 
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What 
made the 
Shep- 
herds ſo 
truly 


happy. 


(24) 


*Twas not ſo much the ſmiling Ver- 
dure of the Plain, the Embroidery of 
the Meads, the Enamel of Shades, the 
inartificial Luſtre of Fountains, with 
many other delightful Attractives belong- 
ing to their Paradiſiacal State, which 
render'd the Swains of old in Arcadia, 
in Cyprus, and in the florid Groves of 
Aſia , fo entirely happy: No, I fay, 
*twas not altogether the external Shew 
and Glory every where o'erſpread in 
Nature, that did ſo highly felicitate the 


Thoughts of a primitive Shepherd, but | 


rather, and that too more eſpecially, 
the divine Raiſure of the intellectual 
Faculties of their Minds, in Conjunc- 
tion with the tranſcendent Brightneſs 
of their Bodies, their divine Souls, 
like the holy Men of Paleſtine (to high- 
ly favour'd by Eudocia the Emprels , ) 
being wholly abſtracted from terrene 
or earthly Affairs, and when in all 
their Actions they drew out and copy'd 
forth their Maker. In a Word, their 
ſupreme and angelical Elevation of Mind 
was chieſiy owing to their refin'd Way 
of Living (a Method firſt reduc'd and 

brought 


25 

brought into 1 by Orpheus.) And 
really the pleaſing Charms which attend 
Solitude, are ſo very engaging, Princes 
have often exchang'd their Empires for a 
more grateful Retreat. N. Pompilius, who 
at Rome inſtituted the ſacred Order of Ve, 
tal Nuns, underſtood too well the ſub- 
lime Nature of Retirement, to be too 
eaſily prevail'd upon for the accepting of a 
Crown. In ſum, a froward, a haughty, or a 
waſpiſh Behaviour, was the very Reverſe 
of their noble Diſpoſitions, there not being 
any Thing which contributed more to 
their Tranquillity than their kind En- 
dearments, and mutual Reciprocations, 
in all the moſt engaging Offices of Love, 
Peace, Charity, and a ſublime Friend- 
ſhip | Corydon was once admiring of a 
Faun that belong'd to Dametas, nor 
could the Swain aiterwards be eaſy, till 
he had prevail'd with the venuſt Arca- 
diau to receive it as his own. 


Ir Matters had run counter to the The Ar 
Will and Deſires of the Arcadian Swains, eadians 


a ? weregreat 
or that any Misfortune had befaln 'em maſters of 


in their Flocks, their Concern for any Paſons. 


Lofs 


„ 


1 Loſs they ever met with never chang'd 

0 (unleſs when Love made ſome Attempts 

| upon their Freedom) the ſettled Com- 
poſure of their Minds, but they ſtill en- PF 
joy'd the fame Peace and Harmony with- * 

'f in their Breaſts as before, and all the Diſ- {| 

5 orders they at any Time ſhew'd or e, 

3 preſs'd, was ſuch as the bluſhing Virgins 

do, when their impatient Lovers urge 

1 too much, and preſs upon the Fineneſs 

1 of their Natures. 


Tityre, tu patulæ recubans ſub tegmine fagi, 
Hlveſtrem tenui muſam meditaris avend : 

Nos gatriæ fines et dulcia linquimus arva, 

Nos patriam fugimus. Tu, Tityre, lentus in umbra, 
Hlveſtrem reſonare doces Amaryllida ſyluas. 


was all the humble Melibæus ſaid, when 
he was forc'd (by the rude Soldiery) to 
quit the mellifluous Groves. And now 
it bare Wiſhes could avail any thing, who 
wou'd not wiſh, and ſigh, and pant, to 
make one of theſe. 


BEFORE a Critick paſſes his Cenſure, 
he ſhou'd enter into the Fancy of the Po- 
et, and underſtand the Delicacy of the 
Thoughts. M. St. Evremont. R E- 
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REFLECIIONS. 


ON 
PASTOReAL VERSE. 


8 


AVING decypher'd to your 
Bl View the Life of an Arcadian 
„Swain, I ſhall now mention a 
tew T hings relative to Mæualian Num- 
bers; ſo denominated from Mznalus a 


Mountain in Arcadia, much frequented 
by the Shepherds. 


Monsi1tuk Boileau, in his Art of 
Poetry (as it is admirably render'd in the 


Engliſh Verſion, ) tells us how a Paſtoral 
ſhou'd be writ, viz. 


As 


(28 ) 
As a fair Nymph, when riſing from ber Bed, 
mu ſparkling Di monds dreſſes not her Head,; 
But without Gold, or Pear I, or coftly Scents, 
Gathers from neightring Fields her Ornaments : 
Such, lovely in its Dreſs, but plain withal, 
Ought to appear a perfect Paſtoral. 


For a Poet to acquit himſelf well in this 
Province of the Muſes, he muſt avoid all 
long and elaborate Periods, and embel- 
liſh his Poems with ſomething, if poſ- 
ſible, in every Line that is new and ſur- 
prizing, but yet natural : Beſides theſe 
already mention'd, there are other Ac- 
cidents eſſential and abſolutely neceſſary 
for the forming a truly great and noble 
Genius, Viz. A due Knowledge of the 
Paſſions, a fine and a regular Wit, an ex- 
act Harmony of Numbers, a ſuperiour 
Elegance of Expreſſion, a juſt Similitude 
of Rhyme; in a Word, a Perſpicuity 
and Smoothneſs of Diction, which more 
immediately relates to this Species of Po- 
etry, and which is, as it were, the pure 

cœ- 


(29) 
celeſtial Flame, that gives an Energy to, 


and informs the whole Maſs and Body of 
Verſe. 


'Tis the ſupreme Excellency of thoſe 
who write Paſtoral, ſo to decypher and 
paint the happy Order and Diſpoſition of 
Things in the Golden Age, that they 
may gain and win upon the Mind, by 
ſuggeſting to it the moſt beautiful, yer 
the moſt eaſy Idea's: Virgil, in his third 

Eclogue (where Mznalcas and Damæ- 
tas contend for the Lawrel ) has oblig'd 
the Heliconian Nymphs with ſeveral fine 


Drawings in this Kind : As for Inſtance, 


when Dametas had reſolv'd upon a Gitt 
to his Shepherdels, be {ings theſe Verſes 
to Menalcas : 


Parta mee Veneri ſunt munera : namque notavi 


Ipſe locum abriæ quo congeſſere palumbes. 


which Mr. Dryden, to the Advantage 
of the Original, has turn'd thus ; 


To 


(30) 
To the dear Miſtreſs of my Iove-fick Mind 
Her Swain a pretty Preſent has defign'd : 


T ſaw two Stock-Doves billing, and &er long 
Vill take the Neſt, and hers ſhall be the Young. 


Trax harmonious Lays of the Shepherd 
are very near as ancient as thoſe delicious 
Bowers in which the firſt kind Pair laid 
themſelves to repoſe ; yet there are them 
that will alledge Cornelius Gallus to be 
the Inventer of Menalian Rhyme, tho? I 
ſhould rather think the God of Arcadia 
to have inſtituted the firſt true Scheme 
of Paſtoral. Lucretius propoſes the 
Queſtion in this Diſtich: 


Cur ſupra Bellum Thebanum et funera Troje, 


Non alias alii quoque res cecinere Poete ? 


Beyond the War of Thebes or Troy why have 
Poets ne er ſung the Actions of the Brave ? 


in anſwer to which one might expatiate 
very much, yet not without deviating 
from the known Rule of Horace, viz. 


Quic- 
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(37) 
Quicquid precipies, efto brevis. How- 
ever, *tis but reaſonable to believe, that 
even before Homer and Heſiod there flou- 
riſhed ſeveral eminent Men, ſuch as Or- 
pheus, Muſzus, Lonus, &c. d quibuts 
psi (as Stenchus Eugubinus denotes ) 
et carminum rationem, numerumque Sy. 
labarum cum modulatu, et tot tamqui 
mirabiles res dedicerunt, i. e. From 
whom they might learn the Rules of 
Verſe, with the Cadence and Harmony 
of Syllables, as well as many other ex- 
cellent Qualifications belonging to a Son 


of the Muſes. 


PAS TO RAIL, the Flower of Poetry 
ought to be manag'd with all the Deli- 
cacy imaginable; for in the tuneful Songs 
of the Shepherd, the Soul doth, as it 
were, take a Flight from the Body, and 
by the melodious Nature of its Verſe, 
cxults (in ſome Meaſure) as if it were 
upon the Wing, in the rich Bowers of 
Olympus: In a Word, the more ſoft 
and tender a Subject is, the more will 
it be liable to Cenſure: A Flaw in a 
Jewel or precious Stone is caſier diſcern'd 

than 


(32) 


than in thoſe which the Lapidaries term 
falſe ones: So in Paſtoral, any real or 


probable Blemiſh, as a Spot in a fine 
Picture, gives a Diſtaſte to the Mind: 


In ſum, tis not every Low- flyer in Po- 


etry that is qualified for painting the 
Beauty of Things, when the mild Arca- 
dian Shepherds and Shepherdeſſes inha- *' 
bited the odoriferous Groves. Fi 
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Ab Jove principium muſe : Jovis omnia plena; 


Ille colit terras, illi mea carmina cure, 


D 
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ARGUMENT. 
Daphnis perceiving Mænalcas 70 be very 
melancholy, ſollicites the Swain to let 
him know the Cauſe : After ſome little 
Diſeourſe, Mznalcas tells him, there 
was a horrid Deſign laid again their 
Flocks, and that the Prince of the 
Shepherds was to have been ſlain. 


DAPHNIS, MANALCAS. 


DArHNIS. 
PEANALCAS 9 by: What is it e we 


invites, 


Thus to prolong with Care the te- 
dious Nights ? 


DN 2 What 


£36) 


What mean theſe Doubts, and Fears within 
cy Breaſt? 

Why fo diſturb'd? and why fo void of Reſt? 
You, who at Comus' Feaſt, amidſt the Throng, 


Appear'd ſo gay, fo beautiful and young, 


Charming each Nymph with thy harmonious 
Tongue, 

Say now, whence comes the Cauſe of all this 
Grief? | 

Unfold your Mind, and you may meet Relief; 

Your Throbbs and Sighs declare it to be great, 

Therefore in Words to me your Thoughts 


repeat, 


MX NAIL CAS. 


Daphnis, for Numbers tho you're far renown d, 
Whom oft the Muſes, have with Lawrels 


crown'd, 


Tho 


Tl 
Ar 


637) 


Tho Nymphs and Swains your tuneful Songs 
aʒadmire, | 

Whom Phebus, and the God of Love inſpire, 
Yet, gentle Swain, ſhou'd I to you impart 
'The Torrent of my Woe, and why my Heart 
Thus troubled is, although thou doſt excel 
In all that's good, like whom few pipe ſo well, 
A ſinking T error wou'd thy Limbs o'erſpread, 
And you to me will ſeem like one that's dead, 


DAPHNE SS. | 
Ab me !- ſome ſad Mi chance hath you befel 
How fare your Flocks? Is bright Neæra well? 
| Max 1 
Kind Swain, ſee how the fleecy Wantons play, 
How ments they dance the Time away; 
The ſpotted Fauns lie under verdant Boughs, 
And Swains to Nymphs do make their am'- 


rous Vows; 


D 3 Th' al- 


(38) 


TY alluring Emes, with Rams ſequacions rove, 
Thrd all the dark Receſſes of the Grove: 
Lock, Swain, how all the Hills and Vallies ſmile, 
In Glory equal to the Cyprian Ifle , 

Yet ch! a Race of Men more cruel far 

This the rude Scythians that delight in War, 
Againſt our Flocks nefandous Wiles have laid, 
To ſtab Lycens, and our Folds invade. 


DAarPeHNIS. 


Infernal Wretches ! What cou'd ever move ] 
Your tyger Hearts thus truculent to prove? 
Upon that Day fure Phebus will not riſe, F 
To drive his Chariot thrö the Eaſtern Skies; E 


But all the Heav'ns will dark and gloomy be, 
As when there is ſome mighty Storm at Sea. 


2. 


Mx NXALCAVS. 0 

Th 'illuſtrious Deeds of Pan atteſt his Blood, 
Divine i in Mein, and in his Face a God, 
, Where'er 


(39) 
Where'er he treads he kindly does diſpenſe 
Life to the Soul, and Virtue to the Senſe; 
Each num'rous Flock, without Diſturbance 
feeds, 
In ample Paſtures, and in golden Meads; 
Oft as the Sun withdraws his Beams of Light, 
And Sol reſigns his Empire to the Night, 
Unto the Fold his Sheep Comatus drives, 
And ſinging Bees fly loaded to their Hives: 
With Honey dropping from their tender T highs. 
Product of Bliſs! The Doe preſerves her 
Faun, | | 
And Love exerts his Pow'r in ev'ry Lawn. 
Here under Pan we reſt ſecure from Noiſe, 
And Swains with Nymphs prolong their Lives 
in Joys; 
Not Saturn's Rule, Emblem of Heav'n above 
When Man no other Paſſion knew but Love, 


D 4 When 


(40) 
When freely he his Neighbour's Wants ſup- 
ply'd, 
And Man, if ask'd by Man, was ne'er deny'd: 
Or yet thoſe halcyon Days, when Arms were 
ſtill, | | 
And the Old World did Hymer's Laws fulfil, 
Muſt with the bliſsful Reign of Pan compare, 
He fav'd our threatned Flocks, diſpell'd js 
L "Care; > © - 
And from our Plains remov d the Seat of War: 
What, in theſe happy Days, could Men diſ- 
pleaſe ? 
Can they rebel, with Plenty bleſt and Eaſe? 
Wild Horror all the Grove now ſpreads 


around, 
And pregnant Ewes lie trembling on the Ground ; 
To fave my dying Kids no Pray'rs avail, 
And their fad Dams kick down the empty Pail. 


Dar- 


— b 


(41) 


DAPHNI $. 
Menalcas, now thy charming Tongue ſurceaſe, 


And Juno, to my lab'ring Breaſt give eaſe. 


MKNAL CAS. 
You once was ſpeaking of a myrtle Shade, 
Where Battus pip'd, unto the Spartan Maid, 
But let us walk to yon enamell'd Green, 
The cool Retirement of the Cyprian Queen; 
Of lov'd Arcadia's flowry Groves I'll ſing, 
The beauteous Nymphs and ey'ry cryital Spring. 


DAPHNIS. 

Upon that Green, Theſſalian Nymphs delight, 
And pale-fac'd Cynthia there deſcends by Night, 
There Philleraes their pamper'd Boughs extend, 
And thro the Air a grateful Odour ſend; 
There Roſes bluſh, and Gums diſtilling melt, 
As when the Swain fair Sylvia's Boſom felt. 


MxN- 


9 


MEK NAL CAS. 

To chat delicious Place this Path will lead, 
We have to go but thro this flow'ry Mead: 
Look, how the Acorns on the Ground do lie, 
And the glad Stock-Doves, mount the azure 

Sky; | 
Here Paphian Maids oft lay themſelves to Reſt, 
And Flora does expand her glorious Breaſt ; 
There Orpheus, with his Harp did Swains 

inſpire, | 
And filbd their Souls with an immortal Fire: 
How fine th Embroidery of thoſe Groves does 

look, | 
And to the Eye, how pleaſant is yon Brook; 
See how the ſmiling Daffs advance their Heads, 
And Vi'lets pcep from out their fragrant Beds! 
Here coy Adonis takes his ſivect Repoſe, 
His Lips as ſoft as the /Zmonian Roſe: 


The 


(43) 


The Cynthian Maids within this Ring diſport, 
And of an Evening here to dance reſort: 
We now have reach'd unto our Journey's End, 


T'll therefore pipe, if you an Ear will lend. 


4 
* 


DAP HN IS. 


The Oleander and the Myrtle here, 
In their ſupremeſt Luſtre do appear; 
In this ſweet Bower, the Birds and Springs 
conſpire, 
To warm thy Thought, and raiſe the Muſes 
Fire: 
Tune then thy charming Lays, begin thy Song, 
Nor ſhall I think th' harmonious Numbers long. 


MXNALCAS. 
Here in the bleſt Arcadian Land doth flow, 
What Heav'n in Canaan did on Man beſtow : 


Theſalian Bees, with no leſs Art than Care, 
For ſplendid Nymphs a noble Food prepare; 
Of 


( 44 ) 


Of ev'ry Thing an Affluence here is, 

To heighten Joy, and to promote our Bliſs. 
Delights at will the mild Arcadians took, 

And Eaſe and Pleaſure ſhin'd in ev'ry Look: 


| "if | Nature did all her beauteous Charms diſplay, 
14 Still was the Night, ſerene the bliſsful Day, 


1 Whilſt we on flow'ry Banks ſupinely lay 1 
| Yet, ah ! when Swains and Nymphs ne'er dreamt 
of Harm, | 
But with a mutual Heat their Breaſts did 
warm ; 
When in each others Arms they kindled Fire, 
Fanning thoſe Embers that encreaſe Deſire, 
Till eager Love did in foft Flame expire ! 
When Fauns and Kids promiſcuouſly fed, 
And Swains ſecurely preſs'd their verdant Bed; 
When Ceres did a plenteous Harveſt yield, 


And the full Sheaves lay ſcatter'd o'er the 
Field; | 


When 


1C 


EC) .-. 
When Lambs unto their Evening Paſtures 
went, 
Oft as the * Envoy of the Night was ſent; 
When young Alexis firſt addreſs'd the Fair, 
And comely Naids deck d their filver Hair; 
When Cupid freely practis'd at his Bow, 
And painted Tulips on their Banks did grow ; 
Men in Tartarian Works, as Arabs bold, 
Wou'd unto Strangers all our Flocks have ſold 
And ſlain the Guardian of our fleecy Fold. 
Forgive me, Swain, that I conclude my Song, 
F aintneſs my Limbs „ ſuch Tremblings ſeize 
my. Tongue. 


Dar HN IS. 
Ah me! how fatal muſt the Stroke have been, 


If Swains their Guardian ſhould no more have 


ſeen | 


* Heſperus, 


The 
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The Birds with Grief would then have ceas d 


to ſing, | 
And Lambs no more wou'd have approach'd 

the Spring; N 
Confuſion then thro all the Groves wou'd reign, { 
And diſmal Horrors deſart all the Plain; 


The wideſt Rivers might to Riv'lets turn, ' 


And ev'ry Nymph like Niobe wou'd mourn. 


PASTORAL 


PASTORAL II. 


ARGUMENT. 

Two Arcadian Swainus meeting in the Vale 
of Olympus, mrerchangeably impart 
their Misfortunes to each other, after 
which they retire to the Grove 0 
Tempe. 


MELIBOE US, THYRSIS. 


MEIIBOE US. 
@—AQAHIRSIS, to you I muſt my Cares 


unfold, 
For I no longer can my Sorrows hold. 


THYRSIis. 
Say what you will, I'm ſure you cannot be 
A more diſtreſs'd, unhappy Swain than me. 
* M- 


— — 
— — K ˙ —— 


. MEL1 8B ok Us. 
My * Browning once a Pail brim- ful wou d 
yield, 
The ſtatelieſt Goat of the Æmonian Field; 
Tho now, the wild, upon the Rocks does go, 


And leaves the Meads to wander in the Snow. 


—_ FI | 

A Cup for me the Cyclops did engrave, 
Which I, to win her Love, to Celia gave; 
Upon its ample Sides was finely drawn, 
Adonis hunting in a flow'ry Laun: | 
And tho' to her I this rich Preſent made, | | 
She looks and ſmiles, and flies into the Shade: 
I wiſh ſome angry God would let her know, 
What *tis to wrong a faithful Shepherd ſo. 


es. — — — —_— 


* Md we md os 


* When milk'd of an Evening by Aletta. 
ME- 


. 
1 
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Mz=L18B0tv Ss. 

A ſplendid Bowl I had of Beechea Wood; 
Form'd of the Tree which once on Ida ſtood, + 
And in the Turning artfully was ſnewn, 
Rich purple Grapes, and Roſes newly blown ; 
The Handle of Cytorian Box was made, 

And by divine Alcimedon enlaid. 
Some ſay, a * Nonacrine my Bowl has took, 
As I was piping by yon ſilent Brook. 


T N18 
Sev'n Lambs I had out of Admetus' Fold, 
When in his Flock the Swain five hundred told, 
Yet not without his royal Maſter's Leave, 
The Shepherd ask d, Admetus bid him give 
Tho' now they ſicken, pine away, and bleat z 
And one there is I cannot get to eat. 


» 
— —— 2—• 


* Nonacrines were Nymphs of Arcadia, ſo denomi- 
nated from Nonacris, a Hill on which they chiefly reſided. 


E M E- 
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MELIB OB us. 
A Kid was brought me from Dametas Herd, 
The Dam was white and had a ſhaggy Beard, 
One of Diana's Nymphs, fair Male, 

Has ſmiling ſaid, Pray give this Kid to me. 
Great Pains I've took this little Goat to rear, 
And yet now after all, *twill die, I fear. 


THYRSI 5s. 
Mine and your Woes the ſame Reſemblance 
bear; 
Let us to Tempe's flow ry Grove repair: 
We there ſhall Hyacinths and Panſies find, 
And ſilver Lilies to delight the Mind. 


M=11B08gUsS. | 
Thyrfis, kind Swain, I yield to what you ſay, 
And, as we go, upon my Pipe I'll play. 


PA S- 


/ 


PASTOR AL IL 


ARGUMENT. 


The Shepherd Lycidas reſting himſelf on 
a high Mountain diſcovers a wondet- 
ful Di ſorder throughout Nature; but 
not being able to give any certain or 
poſitrve Reſolve, whence this Muta- 
tion of Things ſhowd ariſe, a Nymph 
deſtends, and tells him the Queen 0 
the Britains ig dead, upon which he 
tunes his Lays, and fings her Elegy. 


LTC 19 a> 
== Erwhelm'd with Grief, with ſundry 


Thoughts oppreſt, 


— That broke his n and 1 
turb'd his Reſt, 

From anxious Dreams, the Shepherd gently roſe, 

And theſe ſoft Notes did to his Pipe com- 


ſe. 
/ * E. 2 The 
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The Mountain Swains , their bleating 
Flocks neglect, 
And Silvan Gods, Pomona's Gifts reject, 
Caftalian Maids enamell'd Vales forſake, 
Refuſe to ſing, nor will they lightſome make 
Thoſe mournful Groves, the which all Deſart 
prove, 
And Nymphs remain inſenſible to Love; 
The Birds, the wing'd Muſicians of the Air, 
Wildly expreſs, their ſad harmonious Care: 


The argent Moon forgets her former Truth, 


Nor ſteals ſoft kiſſes from the Latmian Youth; 
The God of Love, nigh yon /dalian Oak, 
Extended lies, his Bow and Arrows broke; 
The Cyprian Queen fits fighing on the Plain, 
By Nais left, and by her Virgin Train: 
The faithful Turtles, ceaſe to bill and coo, 


Nor in kind Murmurs amorouſly woo ; 


« The 


A 
( 
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The Winds to Sighs their gentle Breezes turn, 

And Galatea leans upon an Urn, 

Looſe are her Robes, her ſnowy Boſom bare, 

And void of Art, diſhevell'd all her Hair; 

Napææ weeping, thro their Bowers go, 

And on the Ground , their ſhining Garlands 
throw: 

The trembling Deer, as if ſome Hunter nigh, 

Swift as the Clouds, o'er Brakes, thro Copſes 
flie; 

Roe-Bucks, thrs Woods, thro Thickets force 
their Way, . 

Nor will the Fauns, within theſe Coverts ſtay ; 

Atfrighted Hinds round the wide Foreſt range, 

And Stags, as if purſu'd, their Lodgments 
change. 


Juſt Goddeſſes, that in Olympus dwell, 
To Swains the Cauſe, of theſe Diſorders tell. 
E 3 Recym- 


. 

Recumbent on the Graſs, one Evening late, 
I mus'd upon the dark Decrees of Fate, 
Nigh to a limpid Stream where Naids ſung, 
And Yefta oft ber fered Lute hath ftrung ; 
With flagging Wings, I fpy'd an Eagle flie, 
The royal Bird of the imperial Sky, 
But when the fable Night, from Thezis roſe, 
And fruitful Ceres took her ſweet Repoſe, 
The wide expanded Heav'ns I judg'd to be, 
Obſcur'd, nor cou'd I bright Orion ſee, 
Each Aſpe&, each Configuration ſhew, 
Death to my Senſe, and Horror to my view; 
My lab'ring Doubts, yet further to increaſe, 
That filbd with Care, and robb'd my Breaſt 

of eaſe, 

In a lone Glade, upon a riven'd Beech, 
I heard black Ravens croak, the Night-Birds 


ſcreech ; 


M eck 


(35) | 


Meek Swains, whenever you theſe Signs ſhall 

hear, 1 * 
Take it for granted, ye have cauſe to fear, 
That ſome Miſchance, unto your Flocks is 


near, 


LY 


On theſe Portents, the humble Swain did 

muſe, 1 

And loſt in Thought, no certain Cauſe con'd 
chuſe, 

Which had theſe mighty Turns in Nature 
wrought, 

Beyond whate'er the ancient Sibyls taught; 

Sometimes he thinks, the royal Pan is dead, 

Or Pales to th' Elyfan Shades was fled, 


Adonis, Fate, then rais'd his Fears again, 
Leſt a wild Boar, ſome tender Nymph, had 
ſlain, 


E 4 Diana's 


FS) 
Diana's Anger next, his Cares. improve, 
Which the chaſte Maids, with Incenſe muft 
_— remove; 0958 97 
Ofercharg'd with Sighs, he laid him down to 
| reſt, | 
AndSleep indulg'd, within his tender Breaſt ; 
But &er kind Morpheus had ſeal'd up his 
Eyes, 
A Nymph deſcends, of a ccoleſtial ſize, 
Fine was her Shape, and glorious was her 
Mein, 
Not much inferiour to the Britiſh Queen; 
In a ſhrill Voice, to Lycidas ſhe ſaid, 
Why ſleep'ſt thou here? Britannia's Queen is 
dead; 
This ſpoke, the Fair her ſaphir Wings extends, 
And lo! ſhe to ætherial Meads aſcends, 
Where orient Streams, of liquid Di'monds flow, 


And Rows of golden Palms, encircling grow : 


The 
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The Shepherd now his mournful Head does 
raiſe, 

And Bion like, he tunes his charming Lays: 

The ſtrange Prognoſticks we have lately ſeen, 

Foretold the quick Departure of the Queen; 

Prieſt of the Nine in ſacred Verſe T'll ſing, 

LN And to Maria's Tomb an Off ring bring. 


The ſplendid Queen, that once appear'd ſo 
bright, 


4 Her Beams are ſet in the Abyſs of Night, 
No more will ſhe the loneſome Groves rejoyce, ö 
= Or Nymphs delight with her melodious Voice; ; 
a On the damp Ground that ſnowy Boſom's laid, 
5 Which to her Prince a Heavn of BliG dif- \ 
play'd; ; 
w No more Maria in the fragrant Bow'rs, 
Shall ſmilingly receive preſented Flow'rs : 
W, 3 
3 High 


The 


. 

High was her Forehead, and ſerenely fair, 
Like Indian ſeſſ mine, op'ning to the Air; 
Not the fam'd Grecian * Queen, or Philomel, 
Cou'd her in rich Embroidery excel ; 

Eva Veſtals might of her have learn'd to live, 
Such Rules Maria to her Nymphs did give. 
Methinks, I ſee her heav'nly Picture fade, 
And all the Colours, but a mournful Shade; 
A chearful Sweetneſs ever did appear, 

In her mild Looks, as ſacred Fountains clear; 
Her Neck than Parian Marble was more fine, 
And like Ætherial Gems her Breaſts did ſhine, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke, whene'er Maria ſung, 

All was divine, that iſſu'd from her Tongue, 
From whoſe bleſt Lips a Word ne'er ſlipt 


away, | 
But what chaſte Nuns might at the Altar ſay. 


** 


un 


Penelope. 


Thalia 


1 


ry 


ia 


Lades all his Thighs, and murmurs at the 


(59) 
| Thalia, gently ſtrike thy ſounding Lyre, i 
Into my Breaſt inſtil carleſtial Fire, | 


That I, in Notes, may match the heav ny 


Quire: 2 
TH induſtrious Bee, when Flow rs are bn 


and young, ; | 
Extrafts their Sweets, and honeys he his 


Tongue, | 


Drone; 
So in delicious Flow'rs and Greens will I, 
Eer they no more are ſeen, and cer they die, 


Finiſh the great Maria's Elegy. 


The Perſſan Iris pines and droops away, 
Maria gone, the will no longer ſtay ; 
The Orange-Trees their fragrant Smells do 
loſe, 
Maria dead, all Nouriſhment refule : 
Each 
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Each Lily, fair as an unſpotted Maid, 

The Softneſs of her Diet Looks does fade, 

Nor can by Art the Tabaials be ſtaid; 

The lucient Jeſſamine, of Flow'rs the chief, 

Boſom Delight o'th* Nymphs lighting Relief, 

Melts and diſſolves away in ſilent Grief 

The Bank on which th' ador'd Maria fat, 

Lo! to the Mind freſh Sorrows doth create; 

A gath'ring Moſs the ruin'd Springs o'er- 
ſpread, 

And Fountain Nymphs are from their Charges 
fled, 

Carnations will no more rich Bloſſoms bear, 

But hang their painted Heads, and ſhun the 
Air: 

How dark alas, that Pionie is grown, 

And Province-Roſes , from their Stalks are 


blown, 


In 


* 


he 


are 
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In various Heaps, upon the Ground do lie, 
The Queen no more, reſolve themſelves to 
die: 
The * Prince of Tyre upon its Bed now grieves, 
And ſweet Meſerions, ſhed their purple Leaves, 
The Myrtle too, does lean and bend her Head, 
Conſcious and fad, that bright Maria's dead; 
Surpaſſing all, that Song or Verſe can ſhow, 
So great's our Loſs, and fo immenſe our Woe, 
Nay more, the very Hony-Tree does pine, 
And Tulips on their Banks, do ceaſe to ſhine, 
Ev'n Flora beats her Breaſt, and rends her 
Hair, | | | 
And o'er the Grove, ſhe runs in wild Deſpair. 


Weep ye cxleſtial Maids, the Queen's no 


more, 


Nor will th' Avernan Dames, their Prize reſtore, 


1 


— 


» The Mame of e beautiful Flcwer. 
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Quit your Retreats, and with ye Cypreſs bring» 

And at her marble Shrine, a Requiem fing ; 

O Libitina | guard the peaceful Ground, 

May Woodbine there encircle all around, 

May Pinks and Daffadils, thoſe Manfions 
grace, 

Grow by her Tomb, and ſhade that awful 
Place ; 

In which Maria's, ſacred Aſhes reſt, 

May no rude Hand, her golden Urn moleft. 


PING DO Ms have their Times 
of Exaltation, Empires their 
Ages of Glory, and Com- 


mon 5 thoſe Days, in which 
all their Grandeur ſhall terminate and 


ceaſe. The Ruſſiau Power, which makes 
ſuch 


663) 


ſuch a mighty Figure in the World, in 
a few'Years may be as low as it is now 


_ aſpiring: What is there ſtanding of the 


Coloſſus of Rhodes 2 Of the Pyramids 
of Egypt, or of the royal Palace of Cy- 
rus? What is there now left of the hot 
Baths of Diocletianu? of the Septizoni- 
um of Severus? Or of the vaſt Am- 
phitheater of Pompey ? Where is now 
the Glory of the Chaldæan, the Perſe- 


an, the Macedonian, and the Roman Mo- 


narchies? And what is there now re- 
maining of the once ſo dazzling Splen- 
dor of the Darius e, the Alexanders, 
the Ptolemy s, and the Czſars? Since 
therefore the Things of this ſublunary 
Globe are of that fugitive Nature, and 
ſince the fineſt Beauty like a fine Tulip 
ſoon withers and fades away, let us wean 


our ſelves from the deluding Pleaſures in 
this Vale of Miſery, and fix our Minds 


upon the infinite Joys of a ſupernal 


World. | 
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A Detracting C RITICK. 


Hoe er thou art that doſt my Verſe 
prophane, i Aer! 
i — 
And urge my Muſe, unto a juſt 
Diſdain; 
I from Apollo do of thee demand, 
(Nor mult thou think his Power to withſtand; ) 


F 2 n 
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What ſullen Dzmon did to thee ſuggeſt, 
This Stock of M alice in chy envious B ceaſt ? 


Behind his Back another to revile, 

And. that perhaps with a Sardonic Smile, 

Denotes an empty Soul, and ſhallow Brain, 

The Lot which futil Criticks oft ſuſtain : 

When hurtful Planets thro their Orbs did 
©, 11 þ 2 

And ſought on Man, their Influence to prove, 

Some Fury ſure poſſeſs d thy Cretan Heart, 

And to thy Soul black Venom did impart. 

Then, ſay; What Exviation canſt thou find, 

For this ignoble Action of thy Mind? 

Theſe abject Methods Cæſar does abhor, 

And Ceſar is the Thunderbolt of War: 

This filthy Humour long hath ſed your Spleen, 

And you my ſecret Enemy have been; 

Tho on Parnaſſus, Sir, I have thoſe F riends, 

As may prevent you in your impious Ends ; 


Aonian 


il 


(69) 
Aonian Nymphs, and the chaſte blue-ey'd 
Maid, | 
To me, if ask'd, would bring their heav'nly 
Aid, 
Thoſe Virgins too, that haunt the Theſpian 
Spring, | 
At my Requeſt, wou'd their Alfitance bring: 
Then unto Envy's gloomy Cave repair, 
Her Serpeats, Poy ſon unto thee will ſpare, 
Bred from the Foggs of ark Cimmerian Air; 


There Venom ſuck until thy Breaſt does ſivell 
And learn of her the Rudiments of Hell, 7 
Unleſs thou more doſt know than ſhe 4 tell, 
And may Alecto, when thy Days ſhall end, 
Thy horrid Ghoſt to Erebus attend. 


F 3 Upon 
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ER ALSE as the __ that deluded 
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Eve, 
Thou either doſt, or fain wou'dſt 
| all deceive. | 


Who Stars to them > 3 are, 
As to direct em, to thy fatal Snare z 
Dark Nymph, whoſe looks and Form com- 


* — 


per 4 may be, 


To Sodom? s Apples, and Gomorra's Tree; ? 
One that affects to light, whate'er's obſcene, 


And yet's a very Curtezan in Mein, 
As lewd as vile Salmacis in thy Thought, 
And Luſt ſometimes is to a Criſis brought; 


But 


JJ - 

But by the Oath of Gods, by Styx I ſwear, 
I loath thy Blandiſhments, and Syrens Air, 
Tartarian Nymph, ſiy Factoreſs of Hell, 
In whom a num'rous Train, of Ills do dwell ; 
Nothing but baſe, ignoble Intereſt, 
Has any Influence, on thy ſordid ' Breaſt, 
Idalian Cupid ſcorns to draw his Bow, 
Where ſuch impure, and muddy Streams do 

flow.” 
If in the Groves, I paint a Nymph ſublime, 
And celebrate her Fame, in ſacred Rhyme, 
Yet not one Verſe does appertain to thee, 
A mincing, idle, piece of Pageantry ; 
Ungen'rovs Nymph, who labours to beguile, 
Th' unwary Youth, with ev'ry ffatt'ring Smile, 
Sappho of old, had a laſcivious Mind, 
And Courtſhips made, unto the female Kind; 


e Howe'er 


(72) 


. Howe'er the Lesbian Dame, had wond'rous 
| Parts, 

And as in Vice, ſo ſhe excell'd in Arts, 
The looſe Timandra, that in Athens ſhone, 
And Lais too had Senſe, but thou haft none, 
The Buſineſs of whoſe Life, is how to lye, 
To trick, to cheat, and to delude the Eye; 
For which, when thou to Acheron doſt go, 
May Tantalus his Fate be thy eternal Woe. 


Upon 


W] 


ind, 
— — A Sett of Prodigies in any Kind, 
In Smithfield you, a hugeous Ox may ſee, 
That for the great Mogul a Gift might be, 
As there likewiſe, a ſtern and hairy Man, 
From Negropontis brought, or from Japan; 
Yet with the Whifler, none muſt ſtill compare, 
In Look, in Gate, and a propoſt'rous Air, 


His Smiles ſo like a Cat-a-Mountains Grin, 


You'd ſwear he were, to Lybian Apes a-Kin ; 
The Sport of Nature, and the Strumpets Tool, 
Who never acts, by any kind of Rule: 


/ 
(74) 

If you frequent, the ſhining Theater, 
Where heav'aly Virgins in their Robes appear 
Vaſt Droves of Whiflers, | thither do repair, : 
The moſt on Foot, tho ſome in hackney Chair, 
Diſpenting Ogles, to the bluſhing Fair, 

And oft the Grandeur of their Mind to ſhow, 
They unto Miſs, will in the ſide-Box go, 


Saluting meanly with a fond Grimace, 
The borrow'd Luſtre of her wainſcot Face; 
"Tis to be wiſh'd the Conſtable did ſeize, 
And into Newgate put, ſuch Fops as theſe, 
For to the State, they more injurious are 
Than all the cruel, Salley Men of War. 


Upon 


don 


Upon a F o P 


Ee] Lagitious Breaker, of the Rules of 

| Senſe, © 

4 The Scorn of Heaven, to Wiſdom 
56 Pretence, 

Reverſe of Nature, in her ſtricteſt Laws, 

At thee my Mule her pointed Arrow draws ; 

A prating Fool, that hardly knows what's what, 

Or ſcarcely can Gſtinguilh, this hog that, 

Yet boaſts he wounds Aminta with his Eyes, 

And eas'ly can a'Virgin's Heart ſurprize, 

A thouſand Tales, he'd fain have you believe, 

And vaunts of Favours, he did neer receive, 

Was ever any Impudence like this ? 


The Bane of Joy, and Antidote to Blils, 


May 


76 
May Put blaſt, 4 24 and thy Paint, 
* Wintle's Perfumes, and ev'ry ſoppiſh Scent, 
Yet, Wretch, wert thou in Eſſence bath'd all o'er, 
Still woud'ſt thou be, as nauſeous as before : 


Refuſe of Earth, the Plague of Womankind, 
A Man in Form, but Monſter in thy Mind, 
Or like ſome wild Numidian Beaſt of Prey, > 
That prowls by Night, and lurks in Caves 


"ts. 4 —_—_ 


by Day; 86 

O that mild Heav'n, ſuch wretched Clay ſhou'd T 

warm, BH 
Kindle to life, and with a Soul inform! 

A 

Th 

By 
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* A Perſumer by Temple. Bar. 
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Upon an UPS TART. 


Fear or Wit; 

So when mean Fellows do Preferment gain, 

They grow abſurd, ridiculous and vain: 

The Truth of which this Upſtart does con- 
firm, 

A tawdry Bubble, and a gilded Worm; 

Thankful to none, and inſolent to thoſe 

By whoſe kind Help, he from the Dunghil 
roſe ; 8 

Sure Nature ſtruggled hard in bringing forth, 

This mere Antipodes to ſolid Worth; 


Juſtice 


* 


(89 

Juſtice and Honour are to him unknown; 
He both reproachies, and does both diſown, 
Yet proud as Lucifer before he fell, 
And ſunk into the dark Abyſs of Hell: 
O Jove / how does it urge my riſing Hate, 
When T behold this Mimic of the Great, 
By Lacqueys follow'd, and his Chair of State! 
Althd if he would unto Punk repair, 

A Tumbrel, or ſome rich Gold-finder's Car, 
Might better ſuit with his tranſcendent Aire, 

And ſhew the Hero &er he goes to War. 


* 
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Upon a BEA. 


Fz Dorn'd with Silks, aan 
| Wy, 
He proudly tramps., and looks 
moſt vaſtly big; 
Struts like an Actor on the Galle Stage, 
And 1s the bright Example of the Age 
Tho, by his leave, there: ſhow'd a Diff rence 
be, 0 
Between rude Fops, and thoſe of high De- 
Bree 
A Lord in rich Embroidery may ſhine, 
Which for a Ninny will be much too fine: 


Yet 


On 


| (80) 
Yet let the fawcy Fop Gold-laces wear, 

On him, they will but Tinſel-like appear ; 
And as the learn'd Eraſmus ſays, an Ape, | 
An Ape will be, tho Tito clothe his Shape ; 
So Hewet for the Beau may Garments frame, 
The Fabrick of his Mind is {till the ſame: 


Then pray obſerve, he is as rare a Show, 


As any that about the Town does go, 

From Ganges brought, or where the Nile does 
flow. 

With Cane moſt nicely at a Button hung, 

And empty Head upon his Shoulders flung, 

Humming a Tune, the flutt'ring Beau you'll 


meet, 
'Tis ten to one, in laudable Fleer-ftreet ; 

A vain, a flutt'ring, and a chatt'ring Thing, 
To whom an Indian Parrot is a King: 

And that to you his Perſon may be known, 


Of varions Marks, I need not hint but one; 


His 
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His Hat he like a Ballad-finger wears, 

Preſerving from the Wind his tender Ears; 

Thus Reaſon, Senſe, and Breeding by this 
F a; N 

Are metamorphos'd into Ridicule ! 

But Faulvia is delighted with. his Charms, | 

Pill therefore leave, the Coxcomb in her 


Arms. 


G Upon 
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Upon a Parcel of ill. bred SLUTS. 
ö ALE Horror ſtrikes my Breaſt, 


— 2 * Ware 


| when I ſurvey, 

"Thoſe nauſeous Tenements, of ſordid 
Clay; 

By Nature form'd, without the leaſt of Care, 


Who forc'd th' unfiniſh'd Atoms into Air, 
E'er ſhe for Life, did the rude Seeds 
prepare : 1 5 
No ſweet awak'ning Joy, Admittance finds, 
In any lumpiſh Organ of their Minds; 
The fofteſt Notes of the 3 Lute, 


The ſprightly Dulcimer, or charming Flute, 
On their dull Ears, can no Impreſſion make, 


So much of Earth, their vulgar Souls partake; 
ſenſeleſs 


( 63) 


Senſeleſs and blind, to all that's great and fine, 

Or whatſoe'er on Theaters doth ſhine: 

Their poor mechanick Thoughts, aſcend no 
high, 

Than - thoſe of Drozels by a Sea-coal Fire, 

Awkard as Country-Girls, that tend the 
Plough, 

To ſit, to riſe, to walk, they kyow not how. 

The Rays of Truth in them, no Entrance find, 

Or any ſplendid Vertue of the Mind ; 

Not Paphos Queen, to Love can influence, 

The ſhallow Traces, of their infant Senſe : 

But why, alas, ſhould I diſturb my eaſe? 

With ſach incorrigible Elves as theſe. 


eſs 


G 2 Upen 


pity d be, 
5 — By ſuch a poor, and filly Wretch as 


thee! 


Thy faucy Pity keep, or give it thoſe, 
That laugh and giggle, with the noiſy Beaus 0 
Thy deareſt F riends, but my deteſted Foes; 7 
Your fulſom Pity, they'll perhaps require, ] 
'Tis more than I from your mean Breaſt Tt 
deſire: A, 
Had you been ſprung, from ſome illuſtrious Su 


Race, 


With blooming Love, and Beauty in your Face, 


Your 


ous 


(85). 
Your Pity might in me, Ambition raiſe, 
Like Victors, when their Heads are crown'd 
with Bayes, 
Whereas, from ſuch a Bagatel as thee, 
No gen'rons Ardour can accrue to me; 
I ſcorn your Smiles, your Coquet talk —.— 
And all th' affected Power of your Eyes: 
Go, paint your Cheeks, then hurry to the Play, 
For you, a num'rous Crowd of Fops do tay, 
Jack P 
Sidelong to make, th* advantageous Bowe ; 


Take Snuff, and when they ſheer, do you do ſo, 


-ing ready waits, to teach you how, 


'This to the Ninnies, will your Breeding ſhow : 
If they foretel, that you {hall go to Sea, 
And of ſome Indian King, the Queen ſhall be, 
Suppoſe for real Truth, whatever they, 
Laviſh of Wit, may jocularly fay ; 
But as a Prophet, I'll pronounce thy Doom, 
Thoult wed a Footman, or ſome dirty Groom. 
G 3 Upon 
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Upon an IMPERTINEN T. 


= HEAV'NS! what hateful Thing 

oy | is this I hear? 

That with ſuch odious Jargon ſaughs 
my Ear; 

By the fell Glaring of her monſtrous Eyes, 

Whoſe ugly Hair, like Snakes around her flies, 


It is a mean, a poor Impertinent, 


That was by Jove to Man, in Anger ſent; 
A chatt'ring Fool, that no true Medium 


knows, 


When once her filly Thought, a-gallop goes; 


Nor will ſhe ſtop the Clapper of her Tongue, 
Till ſhe the Changes thoroughly has rung; 


That 


Or 


Ch 


at 
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That gives her ſelf a bold aſſuming Aire, 
And none to contradift the Flirt muſt dare; 
Or if one ſhou'd, her Eloquence to ſhow, 
Pray pardon me, I'm ſure it is not ſo, 

Oft ſaying this, her Diſputant ſhe'll vex, 
And with Tautoligies his Brains perplex; 
Whilſt the chaſte Veſtal, modeſtly doth fit, 
And bluſhes at her vain, Efforts in Wit. 


Teiz'd by this Fiend, may I a Virgin find, 

Bright in her Thoughts, and noble in her 
Mind, 

Exempt her Breaſt, from ev'ry Thing that's 
vile, 

Or may the Luſtre, of her Soul defile: 

As Sylvia fair, as Amarantha fine, 

Chaſte as Lucretia, and as Ruth divine. 


G4 IDEAS. 


IDEAS 


Suppos'd to be written above 
two thouſand Years ago. 


By an Aſiatick POET. 


Who flouriſh'd under the Reign 


of the grand Cyrus: At firſt depoſited 
in the Archieves belonging to a Tem- 
ple of Venus. 


And ſince carefully preſerv'd by 
ſeveral Perſian Magi. 


Faithfully tranſlated from the moſt Au- 
| thentick Copies. 


Et vera inceſſu patuit Dea.— 


Printed by H. P. in the Year 
Mpccxxv. 
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* 21 4. 


T0 1-2 
E ADE R. 
HE Deſign of theſe I- 
| deas is, to give a lively 

Repreſentation of the 
fine Addreſs, and pleaſing 
Humour of A n young 
Virgin; in a Word, of one 
that has nothing of the idle 
Coquet 1n her, but 1s altoge- 
ther unacquainted with the 


looſe Intrigues of the Town; 
a 


(92) f 
and whoſe ſublime and veft- | 
al Thought is equally as im- | 
mix'd as the moſt pure Wa- 
ter in a Diamond of the 
Rock. 18 
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IDEAS. 
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HE melancholy Strephon fa- 
3 tigu'd with travelling thro 
the ſpacious Groves of Ana- 
rolia, laid himſelf down to repoſe 
on the delicious Bank of Scaman- 
der; where after refreſhing his wearied 
Limbs with Sleep, he took his Pen, 
made of a Quill pluck'd (by the Cy- 
therean Youth) from one of Venus's 
Doves, and writ the following Relati- 
ons, which he inſtantly diſpatch'd by a 
Flower-Nymph to Hermione : The a- 
greeable Story of Sy/vza being the firſt. 


Hlvia taking the Air one Day alone 
(for ſhe lov'd Solitude) happen'd, 1 
know not how, in gathering a Knot 
of Jeſſamine, to put her little Finger 
out of joint, with much a doe ſhe evel- 


lates 


(94) 


lates the Flowers from off the Stem, 
but preſently ran to ſeveral of the 
Nymphs, that were diverting themſelves 
in the Grove of Palms, and acquainted 
'em with her Diſaſter ; Althea there- 
tore, knowing the Daughter of Jove to 
be in a neighbouring Mead, flies to the 
Goddeſs, and told her the grievous Ac- 
cident that had befallen Sylvia; Miner- 
va, being hugely ſurpriz'd at the News, 
ſprung from the Bank of Tulips where 
the fat (playing on her Lute) and im- 
mediately went and inform'd Juuo; 
who, without any the leaſt Stop or De- 
lay, comes with Apollo, and two or 
three more of the Gods, to the Re- 
het of this diſtreſs'd Virgin: When Jy/- 
via beheid the Queen, ſhe cheartully 
rais'd her ſelf from her enamell'd Couch, 
and humbly bow'd her Head; in a Word, 
ſo indulgent was Juno to this charm- 
ing Fair, that althd Aſculapius was 
by, yet ſhe woud'nt ſuffer any body fo 
much as to touch her but Phebus , 
wherefore the God (throwing by his 
filver Bow) took the ſole Cure of the 
Nymph upon him : Now, the moſt re- 

markable 


E’nů,„ä„,„ Ja. aa. 
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markable Paſſage of all was, at the ve- 
ry Moment when Thymbrean Apollo 
was ſetting Sy/via's Finger, Vulcan 
hardly able to ſee out of his Eyes 
for Smoke and Soot, came (from his 
Forge) limping into the Grove ; which 
put the Virgin into ſuch a ſudden fit 
of Laughter, that all the Nymphs, nay, 
ev'n Juno coud'nt forbear ſmiling, at the 
Vivacity of the harmonious Fair, and 
how eaſily ſhe cou'd ſupport her ſelf 
under the Extremity of Pain; in fine, 
Leucadius having diſpos'd all the Parts 
into their due Orders, he gently bound 
up the Finger of the Virgin in Tuba- 
roſe-Leaves; after which the Conſort 
of great Fove, with her ſplendid Reti- 
nue (ſome nodding their Heads) bid Sy/- 
via frewel, deſiring her to take care 
and not be negligent of herſelf; nay, 
even 'Uulcan too, mult needs make his 
Compliment, who not being over-nice 
in his Airs, after he had made the beſt 
Congee he cou'd and taken his leave, 
occalion'd this Dove-like Maid to talk 
very pleaſantly of him. The beautiful 
Cælidea ſtaid a conſiderable while after 

the 
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the Court of Olympus was gone, en- 


Tales, and ſinging to her many delight- 
ful Songs, till at laſt, the moſt placid 
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tertaining Hleia with ſeveral pretty 


of the Gods clos'd up her Eyes, her 
Finger being the next Morning very 
well, and ſhe one of the briskeſt that 
danc'd at Adonis his Feſtival. 


A fine Diſpoſition, O ſpotleſs Maid! 


is very engaging ; and to make it evi- 
dent, that the bright Afatick Virgins 


are Jn d with every Thing, that may 
render 'em amiable, I ſhall here in Mi- 
niature paint to you a brillant Image of 


their harmonious Natures. 
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 Phacthuſa, to a Nymph of Mount 


Carmel. 


= 41S with mfinite Joy, as 1 
aas walking among the Ho- 
LEN ney-ſuckles ( the odoriferous 
F. 2 being in their full Bloom, J that 
I 
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I heard by Angelica of your Recovery ; 


and O my charming Fluidora, becauſe I 
never profeſs a Friendſhip, but where 
my AﬀeCtions are as unmingled, and 
pure as the Flame that is fed and nou- 
riſh'd by the Phrygian Veſtals, let me 
intreat you , that whenever you find 
your ſelf indiſpos'd, to put on, either a 
Necklace of oriental Pearl, or elſe a Sa- 
phir-Bracelet on your right Arm The 
Princeſs Lancimeria is mightily pleas'd 
with her Breaſt-Jewel, and which in- 
deed becomes her to Admiration ; adieu. 


P. S. The divine Am- 
beria, with all the 
Nymphe in the Bow- PHAETHUSA. 


er of Voluptia, * 
to be remember'd to 


von. 

Aſia, O celebrated Fair! that derives 
its Name from the Daughter of Ocea- 
nus and Thetis, is highly eminent for 
the tranſcendent Glory of the Summer- 
Houſe of Zenobia; and of which (al- 
tho unfit for ſo great an Undertaking, 
I ſhall here attempt the making you a 
Deſcription. 

H A 
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A Pourtraiture of the Queen of 
| Eh Aſia's Summer. Houſe 


128 bg and 3 Solitude 
s orbicular; the Top being co- 
Th: " verd over with fine IJherian 
Gold, and where upon Pedeſtals of Sil- 
ver ſtand a thouſand flaming Cupids, 
having each in his Hand a Bow full 
drawn, and their Arrows variouſly di- 
rected: the Floor is laid with Beryl and 
Carbuncle, and ſundry other precious 
Stones; the Cieling is of Dedalian Fret- 
Work, enchas'd here and there with 
Sapphirs, Emeralds, Sc. ambroſial Fruit- 
age being with inconceivable delicacy 
in ſome vacant Spaces painted thereon . 
the Door is of the Cedar of Lebanon, 
admirably embelliſn'd with the Topaz, 
the Sardius, and the Jaſper ; the Key, 
the Lock, and every Spring belonging to it, 

the 
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are of pure Cryſtal ; before her reſplen. | 


dent Chair, in which the Queen is us'd 
to fit, leaning her beauteous Arm up- 
on a Table of Amber, hang three Lamps 
of Heſperian Silver, elegantly ingrail'd 
by the divine Alcimedon: All along the 
ſides of this bliſsful Summer - Houſe ſpon- 
taneouſly grow Cluſters of Arabian ſeſ- 
ſamine, and in the middle thereof, is 
put by Hebe (at the command of Juno) 
Tulips Lilies, Roſes, the double bloſ- 
ſom'd Pomegranate-Tree, the Oleander 
and the Honey -Tree, whole Beauties are 
immarceſſable, and their Odours, of an 
eternal Duration; in a word, a ſym- 
phony of Waters (like that in Dianas 
Grotto) Cabinets of Venice Glaſs, Stools 
of Tortoiſe-ſhell, many accurate Pieces 
of Painting, as well as Drawings in Car- 
mine, various kinds of Filigrea-Work,.a 
large Quantity of rich gilding, ſeveral 
exquiſite Engravings in Cryſtal, and di- 
vers Looking-Glaſſes, far clearer than 
the Drops of Ilicles, with whatever 
elle that the moſt inventive Fancy can 
deviſe, ſhin'd in every Part thereof: 

H 2 What 
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What ſhall I ay more, or, O Pallas! 
how ſhall I utter my ſelf? For, 


T cannot, like a God, recount or tell, 


Which Part thereof, in Glory does excel. 


here upon a chryſolite Table, you ſhall 
ſee a royal Charger, of fine Sweetmeats, 
and a Salver of the Gold of Ophzr , 
curiouſly enamell'd, upon which are 
Cups as thin and pure as the Ether, 
fil'd with Nectar; there upon an A- 
gate Table, you may behold the inimi- 
table imbroider d Work of this illuſt- 
rious Queen, her Needle being form'd 
of Margianian Steel, and poliſh'd by 
Steropes and the reſt of the Cyclops, 
altho* the Eye of it was done by Mul. 
ciber, aſſiſted in the Faſhion, by the 
Lemnian Artiſts; and then again a little 
further, upon an Amethiſt Table, lye 
her Pendents, her Bracelets, her Croch- 
ets, her Lockets, her Diamond Neck- 
lace, her Gold Busk, with an infinite 
Variety of Jewels, and all manner of 
pellucid Gems; in Sum, here's fix'd in 
this magnificent Summer-Houſe, O in 

this 


(101) 
this effulgent and pompous Receſs of 
Zenobia, Statues, ſome of carv'd Ivory, 
ſome of wrought Silver, and others of 
oriental Alabaſter; yet the moſt beau- 
tiful of em all was, the Effigies of the 
Queen of Aſia, compos'd of the Mar- 
ble of Hybla. 
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A Hymn ſung by the Queen in her 


Retirement. 


Hod we figh for Things below, 
We have not long to ſtay, 


Tulips that in a Garden grow, 


Der Autumn they decay. 


The brighteſt Nymph upon the Plain, 

Has but few Days to live, / 

And then a Diadem to gain, þ 

To Heav'n her Breath does give. it 

| | | 2 n 
The ſedentary Recreation, O ſplendid * 
Hermione From whence the Aſian C( 
Nymphs receive the greateſt Pleaſure , If 
s, by their tranſparent Fingers (whiter 1 
than Alpine Snow) the curious Diſpo- th 
ſition of Flowers ; and for whoſe better In 


Inſtruction 


F 
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Inſtruction in theſe ah) Amuſements, 
Iris oſten deſcends from Olympus, bring- 
ing them ſtill new Models from Juno, 
Pallas, or Venus; and fo quick of Ap- 
prehenſion are theſe almoſt imbodied 
Virgins (for really to give em their 
due, they are little inferiour to In- 
telligences ſeparate from Matter, ) that 
that the Ambaſladreſs of Pronute, will 
many times (ſmiling) ſay to em, ſhe 
cannot but think ſome Goddeſs or other 
had help'd em out in the Embelliſh- 
ments of their Figures: In a word, O- 
reſtilla, by the Contexture of the Prince 
of Tyre, the Cyprian Honey-ſuckle, the 
Narciſſus, the raviſhing Flame, the Per- 
ſian Jeſſamine, Sc. has o ſinely repre- 
ſented Adonis ſleeping in the Idalian 
Grove, that a comely Ephidryad when 
it was ſhewn to her, thought, ſhe cou'd 
never ſufficiently behold, feed her Eyes 
with the amazing Delicacy. of this ſo 
conſummate a Piece of , Flower-Work 
In the next Place, O ſerene Nymph 
I muſt beg leave to intimate to you, | 
theſe E. a Virgins bear ſuch an 
intire Affection for one another, that 

Hs - they 
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they are very rarely known, to have a- 
ny the leaſt Striving or Oppoſition a- 
mongſt em, and truly there's but one 
noted Inſtance, can be alledg'd againſt 
what I have here mention'd, the whole 
Truth of the Matter being thus: A ſe- 
let Company of Nymphs, walking one 
pleaſant Evening in a verdant Mead 
(carpeted over with innumerable Flow- 
ers) lit upon a Parokete that had got 
looſe from the narrow Confinement of 
a Cage; but they being utter Strangers 
to this Sort of Bird (at the firſt) ne'er 
minded it: However, Aminta obſerving 
the many odd fantaſtick Humours of the 
Parokete, went to the Bough where it 
perch'd; and which ſhe found (after ſome 
Ceremony) to be ſo very gentle, that 
it came jumping upon her Hand: Fla- 
via, all the While eyed her, nay —— 
thought to have had the Bird from her, 
and (laughing) flung a Chian Fig at A- 
£::ta, who with a Mulberrie (that re- 
ins its blackneſs in Memory of the 


faithful Pyramus and Thisbe) rubb'd 
that Part of her Pace, which was ſtruck 
by the Fig Falk, and in a moving Ac- 

| | cent 
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cent ({weeter than a Conſort of Flute- 
Pipes) faid to Flavia, fee here now, 
what you have done, upon which Fla- 
via fell a-crying, took Aminta about the 
Waſte, and beg'd her not to be angry 
with her, ſhe being willing to relinquiſh 


her Pretenſions to the Bird: Upon this, 


they were immediately reconcil'd, ner 


ther was there ever any more Conten- 


tion among theſe refin'd Beauties, that 
I cou'd poſſibly hear of; nay, on the 
contrary, ſo extreme loving are they, 
that if they do not frequently ſing, 
dance, and play upon the Muſick to- 
gether, they are ready to fancy them- 
ſelves unhappy : For as Clariſſa and O- 
Hmpia, were toſſing a Cryſtall-Ball from 
one to the other (in a Honey-ſuckle 
Bower) the pretty Nymph Lepanta 
came 1n great haſte, and deliver'd the 
following Billet-doux to Clariſſa. 
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MyxzTiLLA to CLARISSA. 


/ E been ſighing this Hour, by 4 
Fountain-ſide in the Citron-Grove , 


regardleſs of any thing that might be 


diverting to ne, and all for want of 


y Clariſla's Company. O how is it poſſi- 
ble for you to abſent your ſelf ſo long 
from her , that loves you as ſhe loves 
her own. Soul, Dear Partner of my 
tendereſi Wiſhes, prithee let me ſee you 
once .again (and that too with all ſpeed) 
for J really long to claſp you about the 
Neck, and lay my Head in your Boſom- 
The Piece of Embroidery I was working 
ig finiſb'd; Adieu, 

MyYR&TILL 4- 


Wen the Nymph perceiv'd how 
kindly Myrtilla had expreſs'd herſelf, ſhe 
look'd with a pleaſing Air, upon the 


little Meſſenger that brought it, and 
(ſmiling) pluck'd off a Vine-Leaf which 


grew upon a Marble Pillar, and with 
a Pencil notified her Thoughts back a- 
gain, in Hrian Characters to this Effect. 
CLARISSA 
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CLARISSA to MxyRTILLLA. 


Have thought every Day fo many A. 

gers, ſince Pue been abſent from you, 
but Phalantha  chaſmg a Faun at the 
foot of Mount Imaus unfortunately fell 
f her Antelope and ſprain*d her Inftep ; 
I therefore being the firſt who came to 
her Aſſiſtance cowd do no leſt than ſtay 
by her during her Indiſpoſition': Ma- 
chaon , has now put her out of all 
Danger, and I abſolutely determine, 
the Planets not hindering, to throw my 
ſelf into your Arms by break of Day; 
Adieu, h 1 


P. S. I've luck - 


ily found my Pic- U e ct 
ture of Adonis CLlLARISSA. 
(drawn by Apelles) on 

under a Scimenſian 

Roſe- Tree. 


In a Word, the ſurprizing Delicacy 
of Nature in the Alatic Nymphs, is emi- 
nently conſpicuous in tlie Fondneſs they 


{hew 


(108) 
ſhew for thoſe Things, which afford em 
any the leaſt Diverſion; a Lizard up- 
on the ſlighteſt ail, will induce 'em to 
exert their utmoſt Care towards them : 
Amora had once a Dove that was very 
ill, and alth6 ſhe try'd ſeveral Specificks 
ſent her by Coronides, yet ſtill nothing 
wou'd do it any good; inſomuch, that 
the Nymph was advis'd to ſuppli- 
eate Venus in behalf thereof; but this 
being a Turtle that heretofore belong'd 
to the Cyprzar Virgin's Aviary, and which 
ſcratch d Adonis his Hand, as he was 
playing with it on the Bank of the 
River Thermodon, the Intreaties of the 
Fair were altogether in vain, yet at 
length, upon the kind Interceſſion of A. 
mat huſias Favourite, the Illneſs of the 
Dove went off, and Amore was mighti- 


ly pleas'd. 


Tux colour'd Silk, O charming Her- 
mione of which the Aſian Nymphs make 
their upper Veſts, is, Izabella or Lem- 
mon lin'd with green, their lower Gar- 
ments being no leſs beautiful, are a- 


dorn'd with the moſt refulgent range. 
| ut 
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but if they late of an Evening, fit by 
ſome limpid Stream, or Fountain fide 
(ſinging their Anthems to Veſta) then 
to ſecure their angelick Forms from 
noiſom Damps, they array themſelves 
with, and put on Velvet trim'd with 
Ermine; and to view 'em (when per- 
haps the vernal Breezes are not ſo warm 
as they might wiſh) holding a Muff to 
their Lips, and looking about with a 
pretty languiſhing Air , and innocent 
Vigour of their Eyes, one cannot (in 
Thought at leaſt) but be ready to ſcale 
the very Battlements of Heaven tho- 
rough excels of Joy: Nor is it to be 
wonder'd at, theſe radiant Virgins ſhou'd 
o ſo fine, when the Roman Poet Ovid 
tells us (if, ſays he, the Report be true) 
the Dryades or Inhabitants of the 
Woods, went extreme rich in their Ha- 
biliments; beſides, the Nymphs in this 
Part of the World, have a more ſuperb 
Mein (it may be thro the Indulgence of 
Cybele) than thoſe of Arcadia; and I 
humbly preſume, the Dreſs ought to be 
anſwerable to the Grandeur of the Per- 
ſon: In a Word, altho fine Cloathung is 


very 


— | 
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very taking (eſpecially when put on with 
Advantage) yet, the bright Aſiaticſꝭ V ir- 
gins, diſplay that tranſcendent Glory in 
their Eyes, O that enchanting, that 
melting Harmony in their Looks, as 
well as infinite ſweetneſs in their Deport- 
ment, that they reign abſolute Empreſ- 
ſes, not only over the Hearts of many 
a loveſick Swain, but each Nymph does 
as it were charm and inſpire, even the 
very Springs and Flowers where ſhe 
paſſes along; inſomuch, that you might 
frequently behold whole Rows of Tu- 
lips, Lilies, Daffodils, Sc. eagerly catch 
at, and wreathe their painted. Heads in 
their Sidonian Purples; and when, as 
with a kind of Violence to their ſy- 


premely fine Natures, they are at laſt 


forc'd to diſengage themſelves, from theſe 
ſo amorous Embraces of the Offspring 


of Flora, the latter will for a great 


while after ſeem, to mourn like Grecian 
Bybl:'s for her Caunus, or rather like Sap- 
Pho for her Phaon: And notwithſtanding 
they utterly deteſt all manner of Pride, 
yet to meet (accidentally) with any of 
theſe ſublime Virgins, as they are go- 

ing 


61 


ing to the * Society, and to find 'em 
under ſome little Confuſion, pulling 
haſtily out of their Pockets a Looking- 
Glaſs (the Outſide and Frame being of 
your exquiſite Filjgre» Work) even cold 
Anchorets muſt burn, to fee with what 
Niceneſs, they will preſently diſpoſe all 
their Locks, and view over every Diamond 
in their Hair; and then in a kind of Hurry, 
haſte away ſwifter than Atalanta when 
; Hippomenes threw the Golden Apples 
' (which Venus gave him) on the Ground: 
In brief, the Nymphs are as modeſt as 
Veſtals; loving, but not fooliſhly fond; as 
beautiful as Angels; chearful, but not ei- 
ther light or vain; pleaſant without Aﬀe- 
Cation, gentile to a Miracle; in a Word, 
good, without the Deſire of ſeeming ſo. 

Tuxix uſual Refect ion is Ionian Sweet- 
meats, of which they eat very ſparingly, 
and that too for the moſt Part, at the 
firſt Appearance of Heſperas: but when 
Cynthia mounts her ſtarry Orbs, and that 
an univerſal Silence reigns through- 
out the Groves, will the bright, the 


— — 


* A Place where they reſort for Diverſion. 
Heaven- 
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Heaven- born Nymph (having a Coronet 
of Flowers on her Head) gently lay down 
that ineſtimable Jewel her Boſom, on 
ſome cool roſeate Bank, to which Jano 
has beſtow'd a favourable Umbrage, as a 
Fence to preſerve her from the Heat of 
Phebus his Rays by Day, and from the 
humid Dews of Tellus by Night: Cloſe 
by this odorous Bank, there ſoftly glides 
a grateful Stream, the murmuring Noiſe 
of which, together with the continu'd 
ruſtling of Honey-ſuckle Leaves, if of 
her ſelf the lovely Fair is not inclin'd, 
will naturally diſpoſe her active Thoughts 
to Reſt, and (like the Wand of Hermes ) 
charm her waking Eyes to {leep; and 
here, in a looſe Dreſs, her white Arms 
being careleſly thrown by her Side, and 
the wanton Treſſes of her golden Locks, 
flowing in various Annulets o'er her ivory 
Neck (u hilſt, it may be, an amorous Swain 
a ſmall diſtance off, with Watery Teeth, 
admiring ſtood, altho* he durſt not 
touch or yet draw nearer to her Beau- 
teous Form) will ſecurely paſs the Night, 
void of approaching Dangers, or af- 
frighting Dreams. And now I have fi- 

| niſh'd 
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niſh'd the moſt accurate Deſcription I 
am able to form to you (without be- f 
ing prolix) of the fine, the delicate, and | 
harmonious Diſpoſition of a beautiful | { 
Aſiatic Virgin; and in whatever I am 


defective, I ſhall refer my ſelf to you, 
O moit excellent Hermione ! for your 


kind Supplies. 
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Et me Phebus amat Phœbo ſua ſemper apud me 
Munera ſunt, lauri, et ſuave rubens HMyacinthus. 
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ON 


Several Occaſions. 


DAPHNE bathing in a Fountain. 
Arly one Morn, when bright Auro-2 


ra role, 


Leaving her F Lover's Arms, and a 
/ ſoft Repoſe, | 
I hat bluſh'd to Swains her Beauty to diſcloſe a 
Pencian Daphne m a Myrtle Grove, 


Where ſporting Fauns and wanton Cupids rove, 
8 a= | 


— 


＋ Tithonus. 
1 4 Baſhful 


(10 

Baſhful and modeſt, to a Fountain came, 

That from the Queen of Love deriv'd its 

Name; | 

A thouſand Fears did her chaſte breaſt invade, 

( The certain Symptoms of a ſpotleſs Maid: ) 

One while her Chaplet on the Ground ſhe 
threw, 

And then again ſome Fright her Doubts renew : 

The ſhining Dryads fo with mighty Care, 

Their Forms unrobe when they to bathe 
prepare: 

Flowing her Veſt, ſhe let her Girdle fall, 

And then ſhe thinks, ſhe hears Diana call 

But ſhe no Jav'lin had, or pointed Spear, 

To hunt the Boar, or chaſe the flying Deer; 

Now views cach Buſh, and ev'ry Covert nigh, 

And figh'd and bluſh'd, though none to ſee 


were by. 


In 


E 


zh, 


In 


( 121 ) 


In her own Breaſt ſhe held a long Debate, 

And much ſhe mus'd on Arethuſa's Fate, 

To the bright Goddeſs of the * Grove ſhe 
pray'd, 

And begg'd Protection for a helpleſs Maid: 

So Flaviana on the Bank did ſhine, | 

When young Alexis for the Nymph did pine: 

Mov'd by the Winds, her Robe aſide does fly, 

No tender Swain, no Corydon was by, 

And only Y. ans did the Fair eſpy; 


® There was ſcarce any Wood, Grove, Fountain, or 
Spring amongſt the Arcadians, but what was under the 
Tutelage or Protection of ſome God or Nymph; Faunus 
the Son of Picus, a King of Italy, was the Father of 
Sylvanus, from whom deicended the Sylvan Gods, and 
the Satyrs; the Oreades, entitled by Homer the 
Daughters of Jupiter, are the Nymphs of Mountains; 
the Dryades, of Foreſts and Woods; the Hamadryades, 
are the particular Nymphs, of which every one bei 
born with ſome Tree of the Foreſt or Wood, died alto 
at the ſame time with it; the Nereides are the Virgins 
of the Sea; the Napzz, of Paſtures and of Flowers; the 
N aiades, of Rivers; the Ephidryades, of Fountains; and 
the Limniades were a lower Order of Nymphs, that pre- 
ſided oyer the ſtanding Waters. 


Per- 
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Perfum'd with ev'ry rich Æmonian Scent, 
The Nymph by Steps unto the Fountain went, 
Her beauteous Feet upon the Marble preſt, 
Tho Chilneſs ſeiz'd her Limbs, and Cold her 

Breaft : 88 
Tulips and Roſes do the Pavement grace, 4 
And add a Luſtre to the Virgin's Face. 4 
Naked, 2 Form ſne in the Water view'd, 
But when the Nymph had ev'ry Fear ſub- 

du'd, 
Into the limpid Stream ſhe ſmiling ruſt'd, 
And from her Eyes a pearly Dew there guſh'd: 
The ſilver Waves their Viſitor careſt, 
And thought themſelves with Cytherea bleſt: 
Th Arcadian Fair expanded wide her Arms, 
And open threw a Paradice of Charms, Of 
Thoſe ſweet Delights which Innocence attend, (| An 
In this illuſtrious Nymph con'd find no end: 

The 
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The bubbling Streams ſhe gently put away, 
Which diſcontented till, wou'd ling'ring ſtay, 
Wou'd kiſs her Cheeks, and with her Treſſes f 
play. 
Secure of Bliſs, the circling Drops invade, 
And ſearch ofer all the Treaſures of a Maid ; 


As her Pygmalion's Statue, was leſs fine, 


— 


Thö Venus did upon the Image ſhine 1 

Her Limbs the Cyprian Prince his Art ſurpaſs, 

And ſeem like Lilies through a cryſtal Glaſs. 

From out the Fountain now mild Daphne ſtept, 

Whilſt young Adonis in the Myrtles ſlept: 

Her Arms as white as the Chaonian Dove, 

One would have took her for the Queen of 
Love; 

Oft as ſhe mov'd, her panting Breaſts did rife, 

And match'd the ſhining Glories of her Eyes : 


To 


N 
| 
: 
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To her the Flower-Nymphs their Preſents 


bring, | 
And greet her fafe Arrival from the Spring 
When to the Fair an Accident befel, 
That is above the Reach of Verſe to tell ; 


Her Yyian Veſt was off the Woodbine flown, 


Which ſhe ſuppos'd was by Favonius blown 

Into a neighb'ring Mead, but. durſt not go, 

If true or falſe, the real Truth to know: 

She firuck her breaſt, and rent her braided 
Hair, 

And wounded with Complaints the ambient 
Air, i 

Then humbly begg'd of Venus to be kind, 

And eaſe the ſudden Terrors of her Mind: 

The Goddeſs heard the Virgin's fervent Cries, 

And ſent Relief from the ætherial Skies; 

Iris to her a ſplendid Mantle brought, 


In various Figures by Minerva wrought, 


A mo- 


85 
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A modeſt Veſtal was decypher'd here, 
And there in Gold a ſwift Theſalian Deer. 
The well-pleas'd Maid dries up her briny 
Tears, 
And a freſh Purple in her Face appears; 
Reſolv'd to vindicate the injur'd Fair, 
The angry Gods for no Reſentment ſpare : 
Hylas of this Offence was guilty found, 
And baniſh'd chaſte Diana's facred Ground ; 
To him no Fondneſs by the Nymphs was 
ſhown, - 
Nor wou'd the Wanton as their Darling own; 
And when, he fell into the fatal Spring, 
They all refus'd the leaſt kind Aid to bring; 
It was but juſt ſo rude a Brat ſhou'd die, 
And fall a Victim to the Virgin's Eye. 
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5 Virgin of a ſprightly Mein, 
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6 Oo 9 That danc'd with - Sylvia on the 
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- Her Foot upon a Pebble tript, 


And down her Leg her Garter ſlipt ; 


Which when the Pheſftian Nymph did miſs, 


She promis'd to the Youth a Kiſs, 
That ſnhou'd to her her Garter bring, 


„It was a rich Sidowan String: 


Alexis was the happy Swain, 
That did this mighty Prize obtain ; 
And had theſe two been but alone, 


' She would have let him ty'd it on. Fr 
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CORINNA 
Dreſſing at her To Y LET. 


S8 fair Corinna at her Glaſs did fit, 
Her Ribbons ſorting, and to make 


'em fit; 
Ev'n Love himſelf amaſs'd his Treaſure there, 
And ſhe, a melting Yenus did appear : 
Her gilded Plate, upon the Toylet ſpread, 
Corinna ſung, while Lydia comb'd her Head . 
Rubies, with all the uſual Ornaments, : 
Of Rings, of Bracelets, and berian Scents, 
Furniſh'd a noble Proſpett to the View, 


From whence to her much Pleaſure did accrue : 


Within 


6) 
Within an Amber-Box her Patches lay, 
Quick Lydia this, did to her Hand convey, 
Conſulting then the Beauties of her Face, | 
She great ones here, the leſſer there did place; 


In various Curls, and ſundry Annulets, 

Her paper'd Locks, ſhe with her Fingers ſets; 
Her Necklace ſhe upon a Ribbon ſtrung, 

And in her Ears, her Sapphir Pendants hung; 
Her Gown unpinn'd, Lydia ſtood waiting by, 
And watch'd the ſudden Motion of her Eye; 
Freſh Angel-Water in a Glaſs ſhe had, 

Yet that no Whiteneſs to her Skin cou'd add, 
Her Skin than Angel-Water was more fine, 
And like the Galaxie her Breaſts did ſhine. 


The Virgin now for Dreſſing did prepare, 
To her Attendant ſpoke , then ſhoy'd 5 
Chair, 

7 


And ſtuck the brillant Di'monds in her Hair. 


From 
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From off her Seat the bright Corinna role, 
Who in her Looks reſiſtleſs Beauty ſhows; 
And if the Fair, one Petticoat unties, 

Her Dreſſer ſoon the Want of that ſupplies : 
But when the charming Maid , put on her 


Stays, 


She, Goddeſs-like, her Radiancy diſplays, 


A Scene of Bliſs expands, more white than 
Snow, 

Or filver Lilies that on Hæmus grow; 

So fine a Shape, and ſuch a glorious Mein, 

Might ſuit the Grandeur of a Perſian Queen. 

As ſhe adjuſting was her rich Attire, 

And Venus did with Love her Breaſt inſpire, 

The ruſsling of her Lace was ſweeter far, 

Than the Theorbo, or the French Guitar, 

Not fam'd Amphion's Harp, or Orpheus Lays, 


Cou'd match the Muſick of Corinna's Stays; 


K The 
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The Tag fo ſwiftly thro the Holes did move, 
As if it felt the mighty Charms of Love! 
Her Mantua next the humble Lydia broaghs; 
A ſhining Image of Corinna's Thought; 

Her Girdle on, the lovely Fair was dreſt, 
Yet fixt the ſparkling Crotchet to her Breaſt, 
Where 4fan Monarchs might be proud to reſt. 
Her jeſſ' min Gloves ſhe took, then flew away 
And on the Verginals did Anthems play. 


TO 


Wh 
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IE/perian Fruits, to which the Poets 
7 feign, 

WS), A Dragon did the narrow Paſs 
maintain, 

In ſhining Beauty, or in fragrant Smell, 


As what Mellia brings, cou'd not excel. 


Ammon, of old, ſuch Apricocks did cat, 
When he Califo in the Groves did meet: 


K 2 Upon 
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Upon the Hrian Plumb, the lively Blue, 
Reveals that Youth, which is ſo fine in you. 


The Streaks of Red, upon the Peach de- 
clare, 
Thoſe Virgin Bluſhes which attend the Fair ; . 
May then th' immortal Goddeſſes above, 
Protect your Beauty, and direct your Love. 


Paf 
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PHILANDER 
Sighing for A 


EVHEL Tad. 


FIN Vrora from the Faſt her Beams did 


ſhow, | 


Her Dreſs and Looks were fine, | 
1 


her Pace was ſlow, 


And her bright Cheeks did with ſoft Bluſhes | 


glow : | 4 


When on Eurotas Bank, Philander lay, 
Paſſing, in Eaſe, the gentle Hours away : 


K 3 Nigh 
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Nigh to the limpid Stream a Poplar ſtood, 
Ancient in Years, as the contiguous Flood, 
Rows of ſtrip'd Myrtles all around him grew, 
And Spartan Lawrels did ert his View; 
No Storms of Love within his Mind aroſe, 
His halcyon Breaſt enjoy d a ſoft Repoſe; 
Till he a fine Mæonian Swan beheld, 
Whoſe downy Boſom, at the Water ſwell'd, 
And all that touch'd it, in Diſdain repell'd: 
Feathers ſo white, did to his Thoughts ſuggeſt, 
Th' exceſſive Whiteneſ of Euphelia's Breaſt, 
And young Philander was depriv'd of Reſt; 
His Quiet broke, to give his Paſſion Vent, 
Theſe moving Words unto the Fair he ſent, 


Brighteſt of Delian Nymphs! ab, do not 
prove, 


Deaf to my Vows, and ſighting to my Love; 


Mi- 
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Minerva pities, and relieves our Care, 

When We the heaun'ly Maid invoke by Fray 75 

When Incenſe we upon their Altars burn, 

The very Gods from Swains their anger turn : 

O, /acred Nymph, in pity then impart 

Some kind Relief unto a wounded Heart, 

That bleeds, and only bleeds, fair Nymph, for 
you, , | : 


And this, one Smile, one tender Look will do; 


K 4 THE 


Oung A9, roving o'er the Plain, 
2 Who juſt before a Nymph had 
ſlain; | 

But then it was with Cupid's Dart, 

That quickly pierc'd her tender Hea rt; 

He vapour d much, he friskd about, 

And, laughing, made a hideous Ront : 

He thought himſelf as Delia fair, 

And with th' Immortals would compare; 4. 
| Becauſe the Spark was brisk and young, Ar 
And had a ſoft, deluding Tongue, 

| The 


6137) 
The Brat in nothing they withſtood. 


But let him do whate'er he wou'd: 

The Youth at laſt ſo proud was — ö 
He ſcarcely wou'd his Equals own; 
But Cupid now the Wand'rer ſpy'd, 
*T'was vain for him to ſculk aſide, 

And tho he wou'd have made away, 

He, by the God, was forc'd to ſtay; 
Who gave the Boy an angry Look, 
And thus to Task the Youngſter took: 
What is the Reaſon that you dare, 

With Nymphs and Goddeſſes compare? 
Becauſe the Naids are fo free, 

Muſt you fo proud and fawcy be? 
Adonis thus wou'd never do, 

And he's a finer Youth than you; 

Alexis is a brighter Swain, 

And yet as you is not ſo vain; 


2 : Fairer 
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Fairer than you is Ganymede, 

A Trojan Youth of Royal Breed; 
Why are you then thus impudent ? 

Nay you, to me, are inſolent; 

My high Prerogative you claim, 

In Nymphs to raiſe a tender Flame: 
Do you believe, that this I'll bear, 
Your Infolence, becauſe you're fair? 
Poor Atys thought he needs muſt die, 
Nor cou'd the Youth from Vengeance fly: 
But Venus Son, that ſcorn'd to be, 
Severe to thoſe in Miſery, 

To 4tys only ſaid, Be gone, 

And for your impious Acts atone ; 
Or elſe believe me, as a Friend, 
You'll come to ſome untimely * End. 


2 
8 
2 | 


* 


„ 


* As Cupid ſaid, fo it prov'd; for he wos knock'd on 
the Head by Perſeus with a Firebrand, at his Marriage- 
Feaſt with Andromeda, amongſt the Cephenians. 


CHLOE: 
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Co + E: 
OR, THE 


Jeſſamin Flowers. 


===) P ON the Confines of Adonis? Grove, 

: C Where Semele was oft compreſs'd by 
| Jove, 

As near a jeſſ min Tree fair Chloe drew, 


The Leaves Favonius in her Boſom blew; 


At which enliv'd, with one Conſent they cry, 


O let us, let us, on your Boſom lye; 


To whom the tender Nymph made this Reply: 


Daughters 
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Daughters of Flora, I rejoyce to find, ] 
Your ſpotleſs Flow'rs to be thus wond'rous TT 

kind; 
And much I thank the ſoft Erefan Wind; | 


- - 


To you I grant Admittance to my Breaſt, 

Where ye may freely on my Boſom reſt: 

Rich Eaſtern Gums perfume my golden Hair, 

Yet ſtill their Scents muſt not with yours com- 
pare, 

The fivect Effluviums that from you proceed, 

Improve che Pleaſures of the verdant Mead, 


And where your Influence thro the Groves is 


ſpread, 
Th am'rous Myrtle doth erect its Head: 
A ſecret Joy did in her Mind ariſe, Nor 
And Cupids revel in her ſparkling Eyes, The 
Her iv'ry Breaſts the jeuamin did kiſs, This 


And added much unto the Virgin's Bliſs. 


Chloe 
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Chloe ſome time within this Place had paſs'd, 
Where ſhe of bright Æmonian Fruits did taſte, 
Thro all the Windings of the florid Grove, 

By cryſtal Streams the lovely Nymph did rove 


Yet when ſhe ſtopt at the Caſtalian Spring, | 
Where Nymphs their Preſents to Diana bring, 
Where golden-treſs'd Apollo tunes his Lyre, 
And to the ſacred Nine imparts his Fire, 
Where orient Tulips recreate the Fair, 
And Veſtal Nuns their Incenſe do prepare; 
Her Lily Hand ſhe down her Boſom lid, 
Admiring where the od'rous Flow'rs were hid: 
Pleas'd with the Weight, her ſnowy Breaſts 
did ſwell, 
Nor cou'd ſhe from her Skin the Jefſ*min tell; 
The Flow'rs, obedient to her mild Command, 
Themſelves reſign unto the Virgin's Hand. 


Juſt 
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Juſt by where young Chaonian Turtles lay, 

With which Theſſalian Shepherdeſſes play, 

Beneath a Honey- ſuckle Covert ſtood, 

A fplendid Table form'd of Cedar-Wood, 

Here, in great haſte, ſhe flung the Jeſs'min 
down, 

Upon her Head, ſhe fix'd a Myrtle Crown, 

And then as ſwift as Atalanta flew, 

To pull a Roſe, that at ſome Diſtance grew; 

Tho now the Flow'rs that on the Table lay, 

For Chloe griey'd, for Chloe droop'd away: 

This when the Virgin ſpy'd, at her Return, 

She fetch'd a Sigh, to ſee the Jeſs' min mourn , 

Tears from her Eyes there flow'd, and to her 
Breaſt, 

With her ſoft Hand, the fading Leaves fſhe 
reſt; | 

Afreſh they bloom'd, and a new Vigour took, 

Warm'd by the glowing Beauties of her Look. 

Song. 


Song. 


— 


| Bright AEmonian Nymph, beware, 


From Cupid's Net depart z 


And take away his Dart. 


Let no falſe Swain, your Pity move, 
The Graces you attend ; 

But Incenſe burn, in Ye/ta's Grove, 
And at her Altars bend. 


An 


An Urchin fure, you will not fear, 


An Epiſtle to HARNMONIA. 


8 Yours leſs melting were Myrtilla's 


Charms, 


When Cupid ſlept within her tender 


Arms, 

Toying about a Hive, a Queen-Bee ſtung 
His Finger, who complaining of the Wrong, 
She kiſs'd the Wound, and preſt him to her 
BHreaſt, 
Where the God gently lean'd his Head to Reſt; 
Around her balmy Neck, his Hands were laid, 
Pure as the Thought of an unſpotted Maid, 
On whoſe ſoft Boſom, julbd in am'rous Play, 

He ſooth'd his Hurt and drove his Pain away. 


Myrtilla 


Dire 
Whe 


1 


Ila 


When we Harmonia view, obſerve her Mein, | 
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Myrtilla once ſupreme in Beauty reign d, 
Tho now Harmonia's Eyes, the Prize have 
gain'd, 
Ador'd o'er all the wide Arcadian Plain, 
Joy of the Nymphs, Delight of ev'ry Swain ; 
So exquiſite her Form, fo bright her Hair, 
That ſhe with Beds of Tulips may compare, 
She finely ſings, and whereſoe'er ſhe treads, 
Makes Junkilles ſmile, and Poppies raiſe their 
Heads : | 
Sporting with Nymphs upon the verdant Green, 


* 


The more we look, the more we all admire, 

TY amazing Luſtre, and the glorious. Fire 

Of ſweet Harmonia's Eyes, more clear and 
Bright, 

Than all the filver Beauty's of the Night, 

Directing Lovers, 8 the pathleſs Grove, 

Where they fulfill, the ſacred Rites of Love. 


L The 


The blooming Nymph. 


| 2 OU now, fair Nymph „ ſhou'd 
@ Mother leave, 


And Treats from Ganymede receive, 


Your orient Breaſts begin to ſpread, 


Like Roſes on their vernal Bed, 

Tis time that you ſhou'd mind to dreſs, 
And with your Charms ſome Shepherd bleſs; 
'The young, the brisk, the jutting Faun, 


That lightly trips it o'er the Laun, 


Forſakes at laſt the tender Doe, 
And with her loving Mate does goe: 
Her 
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Her Robe afide, 7/nene drew, 
And let the Swain, her Boſom view; 
But then, ſhe to her Bower ran, 
That in her Waſte, was ſcarce a Span, 
So hard it 1s, a Nymph to gain, 
Who in the Lover ſhuns the Pain. 


L2 IRENE, 


el 


IRENE, or the Virgin aſleep. 


HE chaſte Irene , whilſt the Kids 
did play, 
Upon a vi'let Bank, ſupinely lay; 
Her Neck and Shape, ſo exquiſitely fine, 
She look'd like Venus, or ſome Nymph divine; 
The Golden Slumbers, that her Mind invade, 
Their Forms proportion, to the beauteous 
Maid, 
Near to this Bank, a Stream ran murm' ring by, 


And gave a charming Proſpeſt to the Eye, 


The 


(14 
The Mantle round her Waſte the * . 
P 


threw, 
To keep her Body from offenſive. Dew, 
'Twas fring d with Silver, but the Silk was blue: 
Flora on her a Chaplet did beſtow, x 
Of ſplendid Lilies made, and drops of Snow, 


Like thoſe, that in Aimonian Vallies grow: 


No frightful Dreams, oppreſs her tender Breaſt 
But ſhe all Love, with Harmony is bleſt, 
On 7da fo, the bright Oenone lay, 

Till wanton Cupid, did her Heart betray : 
At length Irene from the Bank does riſe, 
And DYmonds ſparkle in her opening Eyes; 


7 


Her Ruby-Lips, more ſmooth than Coral were, 
Melting her Looks, and negligent her Hair , 


Bright as th' autumnal Star, the Virgin ſhin'd, 
ye il Let who can paint, the Luſtre of her Mind? 
A heav'nly Bluſh, o'er all her Face was ſpreaq 


Ih: As when Aurora leaves Tithonus Bed; 
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A Knot of Jeſs'mine, did her Boſom Guard, 


For which ſhe that, with Kiſſes did reward: 
Her Mantle off, the to a Fountain went, 
Where ſhe the Morning, with Clarinda ſpent; 


Singing in num' rous, never dying Lays, | M 
The much reyer'd; the chaſte Diang's Praiſe. 


M E L- 


MELIss a playing on the Dul- 
cimer. 
EE where the Virgin moves, with 


what a Grace, 


Her lovely Form, ſhe on the Bank 
does place ! 

Oft as Melifa ſhakes, the tuneful String; 

As pleas'd, each Cupid claps his ſplendid Wing, 


Aray'd m Light, they hover all around, 
$ fine her Looks, ſo moving is the Sound? 
If we ſuch Glory, in Melia ee ? 

How bright muſt the celeſtial Quire be! 


* 
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Divine in Mein, and negligent in Dreſs, 

Her ſnowy Finger, on the Key does preſs ; 

The willing Notes, the ſtrikes both true and 
clear, 

Her Beauty charms the Eye, her Voice the 
Ear, 


MES. __ 22 EF 
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To a young Prince that I ſaw at 
the Academy in HOLLAND. 
INK not, O royat Yonth J 
2 becauſe you are, 
As Cynthia bright, and as Minerva 
fair, x 
That Age the Glory of your Looks wilt ; 
ſpare, | * 
Tulips that flouriſh, in the Month of May, 
Fer June is paſt, upon their Banks decay; 


Beware then, beauteous Youth, juſt Heaven's 


pure Eye, 
Will all the Secrets of your Heart eſpy: 
A Jewel you, of immenſe Worth poſſeſs, 
Great is its Luſtre, may it ne'er be leſs; 


Urg'd by ſome God, if you attend on Fame, 
May 
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May Naſſau's regal Deeds, your Soul inflame ; 


Thôö if Love's Fire within your Boſom glows, 
And none your Paſſion, but kind Venus knows, 
O may ſome radiant Nymph, of Stamp divine, 
Around your Neck, her iv'ry Fingers twine, 
To you an humble, tender Conſort prove, 

Her Breaft replete, with Ardency of Love; 
And when the Virgins do, thoſe Tapers light, 
That uſher in, the Triumphs of the Night, 

May ſplendid Maids, the royal Fair addreſs, 
And ZHmen with a Song, the Nuptials bleſs. 


Hong. 


LYMP14 is divinely bright, 
And like a Goddeſs moves, 
Alluring to the raviſh'd Sight, 


In Cyprus flowry Groves. 


Her Lips a Fragrancy diſcloſe, 
For her, Alexis pines, 
Her Face excels th' Æmonian Roſe, 


And like Aurora ſhines. 


. 


On the unfortunate Marriage 
CLIMENE. 


| Glorious Nymph! as Honeyſuekles 

fair, | 

When firſt their Bloſſoms open to 
the Air, 

What made you to your ſelf thus cruel prove, 

And cancel all the facred Rites of Love? 

So bright a Maid, deſerv'd the nobleſt Swain, 


Whoſe Rule extends upon the ample Plain; 
Yet, you a Satyr to your Arms have took, 
Hideous in Form, and frightful in his Look ; 
Tho when he levell'd at your tender Heart, 
Some Goblin ſure, muſt guide the fatal Dart: 


Ye 
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Ye beauteous Nymphs that grace the Mar- 

riage-Bed, 
That on the bluſhing Maid white Lilies ſpread, | 
And fix the roſy Garland on her Head ! : 


Ye lovely Nymphs, whoſe Songs enhance the 
Bliſs, 


When Yenus to the Fair propitious is, 

O, ſay, where were ye? in what retir'd Cell, 

When this harmonious Nymph a Victim fell? 

How could you leave the fond, unguarded 
Maid? 

Alas, ſhe is moſt wretchedly betray'd ! 

Unskill'd in artful Wiles, ſhe knew not how 

To grant a Promiſe, or to make a Vow ; 

Her Thoughts all Melody, the ſoon gave way, 

And to a Savage yields her ſelf a Prey: 

Yet if the Fair would * Pan complain, 


Lament her Weakneſs, and declare her Pain, 


The 
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The Prince of Swains, excited by her Charms, 


Wou'd tear the ugly Monſter from her Arms 


105 As if en to the Virgin's Call; 
With the fame heav'nly Air, and glorious Mein, 
As chaſte Dorinda, walks upon the Green, 
So Goddeſſes in pure Ætherial Bow'rs, 
Ambroſia eat, and ſhine upon the Flow'rs 
May bright Pomona then, for her prepare, 
Her ſplendid Fruits, and bring em to the Fair 


LYSAN- 


LVS ANDER fo FON TEIA. 


THOU caleſtial Nymph! within 
all bright, 

Without thy Form, relucent to the 
Sight; 

Than your white Breaſts, not Cyprian Lilies are 


More lovely to the Eye, or near ſo fair, 

When they in all, their glitt'ring Pomp appear; 

Put on a May-days Dreſs, ſerenely ſmile, 

As when Aletta did the Swain beguile, 

Make glad thoſe Banks, thoſe Shades where 
Lovers meet, 


And Words as melting, as their Looks repeat : 
| The 
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The Pink, the Woodbine, and the bluſhin$ 
Roſe, 85 | 
Which at the Spring, their painted Forms 

diſcloſe, 
Richly aray'd, ſeem beautiful and gay, 
While morning Larks, ſalute the riſing Day; 
The Nymphs and Swains, in flow'ry Groves 
delight, 
With Mirth the Day, in Dreams they loſe 
the Night, | 
Then purple Vi lets, from their vernal Bed, ia 
Sweetneſs exhale, and charming Odours ſhed: ( 
But you, mild Nymph, at Autumn or at Spring 
As heav'nly look, and as divinely ſing, 


Smooth are your Cheeks, and to a wonder fair, 


And breathing, you perfume, the ambient Airg 
No adyerſe Storms, o'ercloud Fontcia's Mind, 


From all Impurities of Senſe refin'd, 
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Chaſte as the Nymphs, of the Æmonian 


Grove, 


And thg by Nature, you're inclin'd to Love, 


SY 


Yet all your Thoughts, are govern'd from] 


above: 


— 


Never did finful Paſſion yet moleſt, 

The modeſt Quiet of your virgin Breaſt; 

Soft. as the Girdle, which ſurrounds your]; 
Waſte, 

Sweet as Hymettian Honey to the Taſte, 

Or Lovers Kiſſes, when they part in haſte: 

O! who can ſuch a Neck, ſuch Features ſee, 

Such Shape and Arms, and not a Captive be. 


On 


On a Row of Tulips. 
= O W bright theſe Tulips are, their 


Looks how fine, 
Whoſe radiant Forms, like Armidilla 


ſhing, 
No glorious Painting muſt with theſe compare, 
With theſe the Naids, deck their ſilver Hair, 


Theſalian Virgins ſitting in a Mead, 
Whilſt Swains their Flocks, to Evening Paſtures 
lead, | 
Of theſe rich Flow'rs , they noble Garlands 


frame, 


And Pan on Tulips, does impreſs his Name 


Of 
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Of theſe, Æmonian Nymphs, do Bracelets make, 
When they at Feaſts, of rural Mirth partake 
To Pales of the coy Adonis ſing, 

Whom Yenus woo'd by the 1dalian Spring. 


Wd + 
8 


ds 


me. 


M 2 5 Cos E- 
0 


Cos ukLIA, or the mourning Nymph. Be 


N Jnachus his Bank, purſu'd by Fate, Or 
Coſmelia thus, her Sorrows did relate Lo! 


The ſympathetick Waves, due Time All: 


do keep, | 
And Inachus himſelf, with her does weep. N 
| As « 
| ; | . Gra; A th 
The young Philonaa, is a noble Swain, 


But the moſt falſe, and perjur d on the Plain; I Who 


No hymeneal Vow, the Youth can tye, * For! 


Who from his Word, does at the Altar fly; And 


My trouble ſtill; yet further to increaſe, Yet 7, 


To break my Quiet, and diſturb my Eaſe, No H 
My 


(61630 
My Kids are ſick and all my Lambs do ſtray, 
Nor will my Fauns, upon the Mountains play; 
Coſmelia now, her mournful Head did raiſe, 
And ſighing, to the Paphian Goddeſs prays: 
O ſplendid Deity ! Whoſe Smiles cou'd move, 
The Phrygian Swain to Extaſy of Love, 
Beyond whate'er bright Pallas, cou'd deviſe, 
Or royal Juno, with her conq'ring Eyes, 
Look down on me, thy Suppliant here below, 
Allay my Grief, and pacifie my Woe.. 


Much on her Love, the Nymph did ruminate, 
As on th' Amonian Bank, ſhe mourning ſate, 
A thouſand Fears, diſturb the Virgin's Mind, 
Who wept to think, Philonda was unkind; 
For her the Daughter of the Stream did grieve, 
And J fain, the Virgin wou'd relieve, 

Yet Io's Art prov'd fruitleſs and in vain, 
No Herb cou'd caſe, the fond Co/melia's Pain: 
M 3 Upon 
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Upon her Arm ſhe lean'd, oppreſt with Care, 
Her Girdle looſe, diſhevell'd all her Hair; 
When from the Gods, Thaumantian Iris came, 


And quench'd the growing Fervour of her Flame. 


Song. 


EILILIC is lively, brisk and gay, 
8 And loves the cryſtal Springs; 
Where ſhe with Fountain Nymph, 


does play, 
And to Diana ſings. 


She roves thrd ſweet ambroſial Bow'rs, 
And meekly lives at Eaſe; 
She culls in Groves the ſweeteſt Flow'rs, 


And has no Swain to pleaſe. 


M 4 B AT- 


 BATTVUVS and ALA MO N. 


BaATTUS. 


J- 25) E T Achme know the Anguiſh 


aſſign the Cure; 
She tender is, and as a Veſtal Fine, 
Her Lips, her Breafts, her Arms, are all 


Divine. 


PAL MON. 


Mild Innocence, does in her Face appear, 
And all the Graces, ſeem to triumph there. 


BAT- 


ꝛ - WOE 


Th 
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BATTus. 
Then how, Alas! is't poſſible that ſhe, 
So highly lov'd, and fo ador'd by me; 
Can let her Shepherd waſte his days in Grief, 
And {till refuſe to grant him a Relief? 


PALXMON. 


What Eaſe to Battus, can the Virgin give, 

If you in unfrequented Groves do live. 

Virtue forbids a Maid, to fay ſhe loves, 

Tho' ſoft Deſire her orient Boſom moves; 

Abandon Grief, and to the Nymph impart, 

The Wound that you ſuſtain, from Cupid's 
Dart, | 


BaT- 
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BaTTUS. 
Thank you, Palemon, for your kind Advice, 
And I intreat you, to accept of * this: 
Unto the charming Achme Pi repair, 
In whom the Seeds of Love ;raplanted are; 
Altho' attended with a Virgin Fear, 
And ſhe as ſhy, as a Theſalian Deer. 


— 


K 


+ Gires hin a Myrtle plant, an Emblem of Love. 


To AMINTA with a Romance. 


JT HE Scenes of Love, fo finely 
here diſplay'd, 


Worthy the View, of every ſpot- 
leſs Maid; 

I, in Obedience, to your mild Commands, 

Have by Philaſter, ſent unto your Hands. 

Flow'ry Meads, ſhady Groves, and purling 
Streams, 

Whoſe grateful Murmurs, urge the Shepherd's 
Dreams, | 

On whoſe rich Banks, the Nymph unfolds her 


Charms, 
With young Adonis, reſting in her Arms, 
Are 
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Are thoſe ſweet Themes, on which the Poet 

ſings, | 

With Laurels, Myrtles, and the facred 
Springs; 

Let lovely charming Fair, take this from 
me, . 

Of all theſe Nymphs, here's not a Nymph 

Uke Thee. 


Cla- 


* 
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. or the frighted Nymph. 


yl H ILST gentle Swains, lay 
2 | ſlumb'ring in the Mead, 
And cer the peaceful Flocks, a- 


roſe to feed; 
The heav'nly Maid, in an enamell'd Grove, 
Sat forming Chaplets, for the Prieſt of Jove; 
Here lay a Garland, vow'd to Proſerpine, 
Another there to Peſta's golden Shrine: 


Her fragrant Bracelet, on the Lilies flung, 


Pleas'd with her ſoft Retreat, ſhe finely ſung ; 


The 


(740 


The am'rous Zephyrs, with her Veſtments 

play, AF. 

- Which on. her-ſmooth and mowy Boſom lay: 
Here bleſt with Eaſe, no Object did ſuggeſt, 
The leaſt Diſquiet, to the Virgin's Breaſt ; 
Here Paphian Myrtles ſmile, here Roſes blow 
Here Springs do boil, here cryſtal Streams 
do flow, 1 
And Tulips here, ſpontaneouſly do grow : | 
Yet, when the Birds, with her in Conſort join'd, 
And tun'd their Notes to her ſeraphick Mind, 

A foaming Pard, unto the Maid drew near, 


And fill'd her Thoughts, with a tumultuous a 
Fcar: 0 

The Nymphs that Morn, forſook their filent 7 
Bow'rs, 


To gather Hyacinths, and painted Flowr's; 


Whilſt 


6 
Whilſt frightful Terrors, thus, the Fairs 
4 ſurround, 
She threw her half made Chaplets on the 


Ground, | Fd 
And ran ſo ſwiftly, that the Nymph was fain, 
To looſe her Girdle, or ſhe'd dy'd with Pain: 
Bright Pallas then, of her Compaſſion took, 
Grieving to ſee, how Clarimela ſhook, 

And ftrait ſent down, a bleſt cœleſtial Maid, 
That to Munychian F ields, the Nymph con- 


vey'd : 
So trembling Doves, when rav'nous Birds are 
nigh, Wil 
Paſs undiſcern'd, and to their Shelters fly. | a 
1 
by 


The Fawourite. 


DO NIS was a charming Boy, 
Althô as proud Narciſſus cay, 
He might approach Lucinda's Bed, 


Y And in her Arms repoſe. his. Head ; 

I | | To him the Nymphs were all fo kind, 
That if the Stripling had a Mind, 
They'd let him view their ſpangled Veſts, 
And if he chanc'd to touch their Breaſts, 
They ſmil'd and gave the Spark a Kiſs, 
The Prelude to a greater Bliſs. 


r 


Ar- 


12 r A * 
. 4 F 4 


Krempe from all licentious Ads of 
f Loe, 1am ort Eq 

Her iv ry Hand upon the Table laid, 

She thus her Mind, to Forinel convey! 4. 


#1 


GS | 


# 


The Nymphs are FE and 1 wou' not 
hear, 
Any looſe Word, chat may offend the Ear; 3 
o Swain! unleſs you check a lawleſs Fire, 
The Muſes will no more, your Breaſt inſpire. 
Apollo God of Wiſdom is, and he, 
At your Intemperance, will angry be: 


N 


> 


65778) 
As I was muſing by a Rivulet, 
The Ground”; with-Hyacinths and Vrlets ſet, 


2 a Cypreſi-Tree, I lean'd my Head, 
Whilft bleating Fauns, amidſt the Brambles fed, 


Tears from my Eyes there flow d, to think that you 
Leaving the Groves, doe ſuch falſe ways purſue; 


Your harmleſs Sleep, upon the Mountains ſtray» 

No or to the veacetal Fold, do know their Way: 

Shepherd, no more your Ping Flock neglett, 

If you Increak from eaſy Gods expect, 

Return unto your ſweet, Arcadian Bow rs, 

And bring to n once 1 the 1 
Flowr's ; | 3 


You then may Numa, and the * Bard exceed 


Whoſe ſole Delight was in the verdant Mead. 


* 


2 Orpheus. 
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PER * The. BRE. 
„ Wanton- Bee of- ancient Fame, 
5 A L FHrom Zbla's Mountain ſinging came, 
— And pleas d, he flies thro ev'ry Field, 
Where Daffs, and Kingcups Odours yield, 
But lighting on Yirenia's Arm, 

When Sleep to Reſt, her Eyes did charm, 


He finer Sweets, does gather there, 
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Nor wgw'd he to his Hive repair: 
The waking Nymph ſurpriz d to ſee, 
Tlr unuſual Fondneſs of the Bee, 
War to denounce, ſhe was afraid, 
And choſe to ſorm an Ambuſcade ; 
To him a Sprig of Thyme did ſhove, 
An Herb, that ev'ry Bee does love, 


N 2 But 
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( 180 ) 
But he of this no Notice took, 
At which with Fear, the Virgin ſhook ; 
When by indulgent Juno ſent, 
A fountain Nymph, to help her went, 
The ſportive Bee then flew away, 
And bright Virenia, gain d the Day. 


Pantbæa, 


(181) 
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Panthæa, or the languiſping 
for Nymph. 


F HE mild Panthæa, on a fragrant 


— When Flora's ſilver Tapeſtry was 
ſpread, | # 

To eaſe the growing Tumults of her Breaſt, 
Unto the Zephyrs thus, her Grief expreſt. 
What is it? that does prompt this ſtrong 
And fanns the Fuel, of a ſecret Fire; | 
The Cyprian Youth, at random ſhoots his Dart, 
Thd where lights, it penetrates the Heart; 


N 3 Un- 


- <> 
— — 


( 182 ) 
Ungrateful Boy, to wound a harmleſs Maid, 
To break her Quiet, and her Eaſe invade; 
From Pons Anger You I once did fave, 
And, Sir, is this the Thanks, that T muſt have ? 
In Tempe's Grove, when ſhe the Roſes ty'd, 
To ther: I flew, and wou'd not be deny'd: 
The much mern Fair, intreats che Arm of 
3: gn LAY 

From her chaſte Breaſt the Arrow to "1 Hull z 
The Nymph i in dying Accents does complain, 
And ſinks beneath, the Rackings of her Pain; 
Yet whilſt the Maid, in ſweeteſt Slumbers lay, 
And in loft Dreams, forgot the Toils of Day, 
Sent by the Gods, there came a Nymph Divine, 
And in her Hand a golden Branch did ſhine; 
The Virgin this, did to Panthea ET 4 
And Fo Who cats hereof, will ſurely live; 
In efta's ſhining Bow'rs this Laurel ſprung, 
Taſte but the Fruit, and be for ever Young; 

| This 


6183) 


This Vertue has, Love's Power to reſtrain, 
To heal your Paſſion, and to eaſe your Pain; 
Her Meſſage done, the Nymph on fapphir} 
— 
Renews her F light, to the Ætherial Springs, 
And in Ambroſial Groves divinely ſings. 
Panthæa now did from her Dream awake, 
And ſaw the Error, of her fond Miſtake 3- 
She took her Lute, and ſcru'd the tuneful 


Strings, 1 1011 = 
And facred Hymns, unto the Goddeſs ſings ; 
A thouſand Cupids, round the Virgin fl, 
Which ſhe beholds, with a diſdainful Eye. 


The unhappy Swain. 


Ss OW melting was the — when 

. | Lesbia ſpoke, 

1 

— How fine her Mein, how exquiſite 

her Look 

The Swain ſhe kindly ask'd, to view her 
Bow'r, 

And pluck'd him from her Breaſt, a jeſſ' min 
Flow'r ; 

Which from the gath'ring Throng, the Nymph 
wou'd hide, 

And, ſmiling, ſaid to Damon, Walk aſide; 


Then 


(185) 
Then turn'd away, leſt Cupid might enſnare, 
And raiſe ſoft Bluſhes in the charming Fair: 
Bright Prodigy of Truth! to whom kind 
Heayn, j 
Has various Proofs, of her Affection giv'n ; 
In Lesbia, Wit and Innocence is join'd, 
With all the Sweetneſs of the Female-kind: 
O thrice unhappy Swain! not to improve, 
The modeſt Offers, of a Virgin's Love; 
The Shepherd broke his Crook, and ſmote his 
Breaſt, 
And thus the Sorrow, of his Mind expreſt. 


Beneath a dark, and melancholy Shade, 
By Nature form'd, within a lonely Glade ; 
Where nothing elſe, but Eughs and Cypreſs 
grow, 


On drowſy Poppies, to augment my Woe ; 


Where 


61869 
Where Streams along the * do gently 
— 1 
And * OY does her Station keep; 
Where Daphnis, never yet, his Kids wou'd 


drive, 
Or Chloris for the Bees, Aid fix & Hive, 
Where never 'Shepherd yet, his Flock has led, 


Or Vr lets peep'd, from out their fragrant Bed; 


Where Thorns and Briars to the Mind declare, 

That tis the Reſidence, of black : Deſpair ; 

Where Horrors dwell, and Fiends at Midnight 
port, | 

With all the Satyrs, of the Wood reſort ; 

There will I mourn my Fate, deſpiſe Relief, 

Confirm my Sorrows, and indulge my Grief. 


Ti 


Cu- 


Cupid ſtringing his Bow in an 
Idalian Mead. 


=== E RE Cupid puff d, and firung 

| his Bow, | 

Reſoly'd the Nymphs his Pow'r 
ſhou'd know; 

Druſilla this can teſtify, 

For as the Nymph, ſtood peeping by, 

Becauſe ſhe cou'd not hold, but ſmile, 

To ſee the Chit of Venus toil, | 

The Boy, forſooth, offended grew, 

And, at her | Breaſt, his Arrow flew: 

As in the Mead, the Virgin lay, 

She did a Heav'n, of Charms diſplay ! 


To 


( 188 ) 
To view her Wound, bright Venus griev'd, 
And in her Pain, the Nymph reliev'd; 
Then © vow'd by Schr, ſhe'd Cupid bind, 
If to the Maid, he prov'd unkind. 


> Mt 


Beauteous Product of the Paphian 
Ile! 

In thee ſoft Flora ſhews, her tend'reſt 
Smile, 

And whereſoe'er thy pregnant Root does grow, 

There Nature does, her fineſt - Mould beſtow. 

Thy am'rous Twinings, paint unto the Mind, 


Bright Lovers Joys, when Cyprian Maids are 
kind; 

Hither the cool, Theſſalian Nymphs repair, 

A fit Receſs, for ev'ry charming Fair. 


From 


(190 ) 


From hence, Aimonian Bees, do Sweets 
As they at Night, fle finging to their Hive, 
Where freely they, their den Stores i impart, 
And build "their "Ck, with a Dedalitn Art. 


'& x — —— 2 


St. 10 BubeaT wnoonnd fax? 
Like Woodbine-Flow'rs, no Heth on 

A Dryad this, did to Laurbe tell, 

As they one Evening, by a Fountain Side, 

** 2 OO blanks for his Pride. 
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Heroick 


n S fair Mellantha, panting lay, J 
A Shepherd to the Laſs did fay, | 
Bright Nymph, your Flock is 1 


gone aſtray. 


The Virgin cried, I know it well, 
But ſomething ſo, my Breaſt does ſwell, 
That what to do I cannot tell. | 


If * Pæon then, won't uſe his Skill, 
To mitigate my growing Ill, 


My Flock may wander where it will, 


*The Phyſician of the Gods, 


With 


(6192) 
With Hyacinths, Mellantha play'd, 


The Care of ev'ry beauteous Maid, 
And then to fleep, her Head fhe laid. 


When to herſelf, the Damſel came, 


And Veſta had, ſuppreſs d her Flame, 
She flew into the Wood for ſhame. 
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VERSE. 
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Panaite nunc Helicona, Dee, cantuſq ; 
movete. 
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Fought between the Carthaginians and 
the Romans. 
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ET 
POE M. 
HILS T ſund' ry Poets ſing, great 


Marlbro's Fame, 
And to the World, that Hero's 


Deeds proclaim, 
0 


I, in 


. 

( 194 ) 
I, in a Prince of Carthage will declare, 
The ſignal Actions of an ancient War. 


| When golden Titan, did his Beams diſplay, 

And from the Sapphir Eaſt, adorn'd his Way, 

Near Canne's old, and deſolated Walls, 

His Troops to Arms, Terentius Varro calls; 

Hamilcar's Son, as Captain Gen'ral led, . 24 

The Punic Troops, in various Climates bred: 

Brave Aſdrubal, did the Left-wing command, , 

Expecting Orders, from ſtout Mago's Hand, T 

Here he drew Foot, and there the Spaniſo B 
Horſe, A 

Whom Yarro faces, with inferiour Force; A 

The Right was truſted, to Maherbal's Care, H 


Of Heroes form'd, born in a ſultry Air: N. 

AEmylius thoughtful, on the great Event, A 

Marſhall'd his Troops, and ſcouting Squadrons Ar 
ſent, 


From 


( 195 ) 
From Hills adjacent, to ſurvey the Ground, 
And view th' approaching Lybian Army round, 
How fine to Souls, inſenſible of Fear, 
Muſt flaming War, in all its Pomp appear, 
When ev'ry Leader's Breaſt was fill d with Rage, 
With Honour fir'd, and eager to engage: 
The Afric Squadrons fo the Gen'ral rank'd 
That their extended Lines, the Romans flank'd, 
They in the Battle, glorious Acts atchiey'd, 
And in Diſtreſs, the Spaniſh Horſe reliev'd 
Puiſſant Hannibal, with reſted Spear, 
He forc'd his Paſſage, and his Way did clear, 
A Plume of Feathers, did his Helm adorn, 
And finely glitter'd, like the roly Morn: 
Horſes and Men, fell by his ſingle Hand, 
No Legion durſt, the Carthaginian ftand 
Affrighted Ædiles, leit their publick Care, 
And young Patricians, ſignifie their Fear, 


O 2 
The 


(195) 
The weeping Maids, ran thro the Streets of 
Rome, +> 4 
Nor wou'd by Cato, be confin'd at Home: 
The Lybian Hero, fearleſs as the Gods, 
Slaughter d the Lictors, and afſum'd their 
Rods; 
The Romans nobly fought, hke gallant F oes, 
Yet who? What Pow'r cou'd Hannibal oppoſe? 
When Afric Beaſts, bore Caſtles in the Air, 
Who durſt their Charge, with Reſolution bear? 
When Elephants, like moving Mountains trod, 
In vain they fought, in vain the Romans ſtood ; 
Heroes like Hector, when he loſt his Shield, 
Their Rage expreſt, the Brave forſook the 
Field, 
A few for Conqueſt, obſtinately ſought, 
Carthage for Rome, and Rome for Carthage 


fought, 


The 
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The gen'rous Roman Horſe, too bold to fly, 
Reſolv'd to conquer, or to nobly die,; 
By daring Rome, the laſt Effort was made, 
Tubes ſounding,and their Standards all di;play'd; 
Tho when a Chief, to Lachefs does yield, 
Confuſion follows, in the ſanguin Field; 
Emylius lain, the valiant Roman dead, 
Who brave himſelf, the braveſt Squadrons led, 
The Latian Horſe-men wheel'd, the Foot 

withdrew, 
And the Numidian Troops, their Flight purſue : 
Large was the Slaughter then, the Victors 

made, 
A hundred Chariots, on the Ground were laid: 
Plates of pure Gold, were finely ciel'd thereon, 
All wrought, by the divine Alcimedon, 


Enrich'd with Gems, many a lucid Stone, 


Pierc'd thro the King of Sacrifices here, 
Flamens, Augurs, and the Grand Curio there, 


| O 3 That 


( 198 ) | 
That now in ſweet Elyſian Meadows rove, 
And free from Atoms, wing th' infernat Grove: 
Pale ** ſcarce , cou'd row his burden'd 
Boat, | | wi" 11 
Which fill'd with Heroes, lazily did float, 
Their Shields as bright, as thoſe of Vulcan's 
Make, 
Stern Carthaginians, at. their Pleaſure take, 
Immenſe the Spoils, and Riches they obtain'd, 
And Romans were, with ybian Fetters chain'd : 
O'er Heaps of Dead, the Punic Gen'ral rode, 
Crown'd with Succeſs, triumphant as a God; 
When a fair Virgin, of Atherial Race, 
Accoſts the Hero, with majeſtick Grace. 


Carthage to you, does all her Glory owe, 
Your Country's Shield and Terror of her Foe 


The 


M 
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The ſplendid Laurels, that o'erſhade your 


Brow, 


The noble Actions, of the Moor avow: 
Fatal this Day, hath to the Remans been, 
The like, not Mars, nor hath Bellona ſeen; 
But Fove commands, that now your Sword 
you ſheathe, | . | 
And grant their ſcatter'd Legions Time to 
breathe : 
Maharbal, thoughtle of Heay'n's fixture 
Doom, 
Wou'd bear your Standard, to the Gates of 
Rome; | 
That bold Attempt, is by the Gods forbid, 
The Reaſons why, from mortal Senſe is hid, 
It is enough, that Fate averts the Blow, 
You muſt ſubmit, ſince they decree it ſo; 
This ſaid, the Nymph unto Olympus fly's, 
And cuts with golden Wings, the azure Skys. 
O 4 Preſented 


Preſented to the 


KING. 


Upon his MA IESTIES Arrival 
from Holland, the Tear 


after the Cmſpiracy, 


—_ _— 


Duam ſeſe ore ferens ! quam forti pectore & armis! 
Credo equidem (nec vana fides) genus eſſe Deorum. 
= 5 OU'D I in lofty Verſe, like 
Ye Pindar ſing, 


AD; Or with Alcæus touch the golden 


String; 


Couꝰd 


(62) 
Cou'd I like Homer, or like Virgil raiſe, 
An Altar worthy, of great YILLIAMsõ Praiſe; 
His Fame ſhou'd ſpread, beyond Arabian 


Lands, 
The Indian Shoars, and Athiopian Sands: 
But, Royal Hero, where my Numbers fail, 
May Duty, o'er my want of Art prevail. 


Hail, glorious Prince! the Gods peculiar 
Care, 
Mirrour of Kings, the Life and Soul of War; 
Your nunrrous Triumphs to the World pro- 
claim, 
That Naſſau's Deeds are equal to his Name; 
Where-e'er the Hero moves, he fills the Sight, 
At once with Luſtre, and a bleſt Delight; 
A King indu'd with more than mortal Fire, 


Whoſe regal Acts, the Bourbon does admire: 


In 


* 


( 

In Naſſau, Britons a Palladium find, 

With all the Grandenr of Atrides Mind; 

Upon his Sword, large Empires do depend, 

And valiant Princes, court him for their 

Friend; 

Ev'n Lewis for Peace, ſues to the Britiſh Land, 

His Troops too weak, Great FILLIA M's 
to withſtand. 


Long has Britannia wiſh'd, the King's Return, 
And to the Gods, did holy Incenſe burn; 
Much the Nymph mus'd, on his Imperial 

Race, 
His gen'rous Mein, and ev'ry martial Grace ; 
Often the Fair, heav d up her naked Breaſt, 


And unto Zolus, her Cares expreſt; 


( 203 ) 


To the blue Waves, her ſtrong Intreaties 
made, 
Which from the Shoar her heav'nly Prince 


convey d: 


The King alone, did her chaſte Thoughts 
employ, 

OEnone, like, when Paris fail'd to Troy, 

Albion's Delight, and mild Hibernia's Joy : | 

The King by Day, was preſent in her Sight, 

As was his Image, in her Dreams by Night; 

Not Hero, her lov'd Youth, did more bewail, 

When ſtormy Seas did the * Religious fail; 

In vain ſhe call'd, on dear Leander's Name, 

When. the rude Winds, put out the Taper's 


Flame ! 


— 


* Prieſteſs of Venus. 
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Dido to Anna, weeping did impart 
Such Plaints, when Love reign'd Monarch of 


her Heart; 


The Tyrian Queen, cou'd no free Paſſage — | 


Thro which to vent, the Anguiſh of her 
Mind, * 
The God as cruel, as her Siſter kind: 
Not that the ſhining Sword, or glitt'ring Spear, 
Rais'd in Britannia's Mind, this Virgin Fear; 
*T 'was not the fate of War, or Yillarse Fame, 
Which blew the Fuel, of her inward Flame; 
Twas not the force of Arms, or Bouffler's Ire, 
Conſum'd her Heart, with melancholy Fire; 
But that which robb'd this beauteous Nymph 
of Reſt, 
Wounding her Soul, and ſtabbing deep her 
Breaſt, 


Were 


( 205 ) 
Were Thoughts, the tim'rous Fair did . 


tertain, . 
Leſt a Ravilliac, her lowd Prince had ſlain, | 
Working, thcö all her Limbs and ew'ry Vein 
When from Saturnia, lo! a Nymph deſcends, 


14 


For to the Sapphir Throne of Fove, extends 

The Fame of William's Deeds, his Valour ſuch, 

No baſe Deſigns, cou'd &er his Laurels touch; 

To whom th' Ambaſſadreſs of Juno ſaid, 

Too long you have, a tim'rous Paſſion fed, 

Naſſau i' th' Book of Life, recorded ſtands, 

On Earth, thy Prince fulfilling Jove's Com- 
mands, 

Nor can great William fall, by impious Hands. 

Arm then thy ſelf, againſt theſe anxious Fears, 


And ceaſe lamenting, in theſe needleſs Tears : 


Bright Courſers now, her ſplendid Chariot drew, 
Whoſe Reins, thick-ſet with Gems, molt finely 


ſhew, 


And 


6206) 
And, as ſhe turn'd about, th' ambroſial Air, 


Her Treſſes mov'd, and all her Neck was bare. 


To ſound the Warrior's, Praiſe, O Heav'nly 
Muſe, 
Thy facred Fire, into my Breaſt infuſe: 


In glorious Tracts, not circumſcrib'd by Space, 
Where none aſcend, but of Angellic Race „ 
Seraphs and Cherubs, all about do fly, 
The ſhiaing Pow'rs of the Imperial Sky; 


Encircled with the radiant Beams of Light, ; 
Where joyful Day, excludes the drowſy Night, F 
The Majeſty of Heav'n, ſerenely fat; þ 
Pon'dring which way, a Hero to create, * 
Whoſe Martial Deeds, firm Columns might 4 
Eirvive, * 
And lawleſs Pow'r, to hateful Regions drive; 
The deſtin'd Prince, in Orange we behold, T 
As Neſtor ſage, and as Achilles bold; 0 


Sparta 
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Sparta nor Thebes, cou'd ever parallel 

His Atts, which thoſe of Demi Gods excel; 
Remark the Hero, as he paſſeth there, 
Squadrons, Battalions, in his Face appear, 
Auguſt his Brow, and Royal is his Air. 


In Times of ſolid Peace, when no Alarms, 


The Trumpets Clangor, or the Noiſe of Arms, 


Was heard, when Man under his ſpreading 
Vine 

Did ſit, and view'd her growing Cluſters ſhine ; 

Ambitious Lewis, Batavia did invade, 

And Cities all around, in Aſhes laid, 

Altars and Tombs, the favage Franks o'erthrew, 

Malice no Bounds, their Luſt no Limits knew; 

Grey-headed Senators, of rev'rend Mein, 

With Fear and Horror, in their Looks were 
ſeen ; 

The Shrieks of Virgins, and the diſmal Crics, 


Of bleeding Orphans, pierc'd the Marble Skies ; 
To 
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To ſtop this Torrent of amazing Woe, 

That did Batavia's fertile Banks o'erflow 
Bentinck, that Pillar of the Belgic State, 

Upon the Hero, inſtantly did wait ; 

To William then, in humble manner faid, 
And as he ſpoke, he meekly bow'd his Head, 
Illuſtrious Prince, Holland implores your Aid, 


' Th" Imperious Gault, her ſplendid Towns 


_ invade, 

No hoſtile Act, by them is left undone, 
Their conflu'nt Troops, as quick as Lightning 

run 
Unleſs, great Sir, you to the Foe advance, 
Their Inſolence reſtrain, by your bright Lance, 
Batavia ſoon, will be reduc'd to France. 
Penſive a while, the Royal Hero fat, - 
And ſundry thoughts, did with himſelf debate; 


Much 


(209) 


Much was he griev'd, at the impending Storm, 

The which' to break, he various Schemes did 
form; 

At length, like Jove, he from his Throne aroſe, 

In Perſon went bold Conde to oppoſe, 

And reſeu'd ſinking Agia, from her Foes: 

With flaming Sword, thro Regiments he made 

His way, whole Troops upon the Ground «| 
laid, 

And ſent their Souls to the Infernal | 
Shade ; 4 

So fierce Pelopidas, at Thebes once bought, 

And with his Spear, his Country's Freedom 
wrought. 


* 


With pious Wrath, he Sparta's Troops o erthrew, 
Won the Cadmæa, and the Tyrant ſlew. 
Among thoſe many Conqueſts you have gain'd, 
And glorious Battels, o'er the French obtain'd, 


P 'The 
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The Fields of Caſſal ſing forth your Renown, FF * 
Where Orleans flung, the envi'd Lawrel down ; | | 
There Naſſau mounted, on a Spaniſh Steed, 

ire thoſe, that in Ætherial Paſture feed, 
And wander Oer, the ſweet ambroſial Mead. 
The high- fed Horte, thrice paw'd the trem- * 
bling Ground, 


Champ'd on his Bitt, and threw his Foam 
| around, 8 

With Sword in Hand, his Scarf ſtreaming. _ H 
Pep Air, | O 

Great Orange did, like Mars himſelf appear, F. 

The ſtrong, the bright, the potent God of At 

War: 1 

When Naſſau, his embattel'd Squadrons led, Ar 

The noiſy Franks, before his Standard fled ; To 

So little Pigmies, ſcud away and run, 

When they a Hero, of the Plain wou'd ſhun ; Anc 


Soon 


2 


al 


(21) 


Soon as his Cannons, loudly ſpoke in Fire, 4 


The vaunting Gauls, ingloriouſly retire : 
So trembling Deer, upon the Mountains fly, 
When from afar, a Lion they eſpy. 


O wond'rous Prince! than whom, no mark of 
Time, 
Tranſmits to us, a Hero fo ſublime ; 
Shou'd the great Pompey, from his Tomb ariſe, 


And from a tedious Sleep unſeal his Eyes; 


Or ſhowd Uly/es, in his ſilent Urn, 

From Death awake, where livid Tapers burn; 

Amaz d to view, thoſe Deeds by Naſau 
wrought, 

And Battles you at Agrim Steenkirk fought ; 

To your ſuperior Lance, themſelves wou'd 
yield, 

And all their ſplendid, Troph'es of the Field. 
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From Namnure's Plain, by you the Laurels bore, 


Surpaſs whate'er, Old Rome's fam'd Conſuls 


wore; 


The lambent Flames, which round your Circlet 


play, 
Denote the Mildnef of your Regal Sway; 
When Alexander, thro? the Granic rode, 
And kill'd Reſaces, valiant as a God; 
When the plung'd Waves, that Hero did 
reveal, 
His gen'rous Breaſt, did not ſuch Ardour feel ; 
As that which Willian's larger Soul contains, 
Streams thro' his Arms, and mantles in his 
| Veins "RY 
Scipio and Telamon bright Heroes are, 
Tho? they to you, can no Reſemblance bear ; 


Athens, nor Rome, can no fit Hero find, 


To match the ſhining Glories of your Mind ; 


Juſtly 
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Juſtly might William rule this Orb alone, 
While Africk Kings, turn Vaſſals to his 
Throne; 4 


Whilſt haughty *Xeri/s, on his Arms depend, 
Sophies of Per/fia, humbly Tribute ſend, 
And the Numidians, to his Scepter bend. 


Phebus, that honour'd art in Tenedos, 


Improve my Numbers, and exalt my Verſe. 


On a wide Mount, which Myrtle Groves 


ſurround, 
Where ſtately Palm-Trees, deck the radiant 
Ground; 
Sacred to pious Fame, a Temple ſtands, 
The glorious Fabrick, of immortal Hands: 
Its Tow'rs as Pelion, or as 4:bos high, 


Salute the Stars, and greet th' Ætherial Sky; 


* Princes of Barbary. 


O 3 Each 
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| Eich Gate and Bar, is of pure Cryſtal made, 
And the gay Floor, with Porphyry's inlaid, 
Whoſe rich Appartments, none can enter in, 
But Gods, or thoſe to Gods of near a kin, 
Yet the bright Numen, of this ſplendid Fane, 
Attends the Tr iumphs of great iliane's 
Reign; 
May Pallas then, bis ſacred Wreaths defend, 
And Naſau's Laurels o' er the World extend. 


Stop, thou raſh Youth, and leave the Warrior's 
Praiſe, 


To them of Skill, in Sophoclean Lays, 

Too great's thy Theme, too pompous is thy 
Song, | 

Thy humble Reed, will do the Monarch 

wrong. * | . 


The 


— 


The Invitation of Juno to Ancas. 


EA... 


HEN twinkling Stars, did 


| 11 = N 5 Swains diſpoſe to reſt, 

IVY ook And Nymphs thro all their 
— Limbs a Calm poſſeſt; 
When the bright Court of Heav'n, lay faſt aſleep, 
p And Neptune ſlumber'd, in the Oozy Deep; 
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The royal Conſort, of Tarpeian Joxe, 


King of Olympus, and the ſhining Grove, 
To great Aineas in a Viſion came, 


And thus her Speech, did to the Hero frame. 


The injur'd Menelaus Wife to be, 
Forc'd from her Houſe, by Foreigners, to Sea, 
Was that, which highly did excite my Ire, 
And in my Breaſt, ftirr'd a reyengeful Fire ; 
So that till Toy was levell'd to the Ground, 
And all her Temples raz'd, no Eaſe I found, 4 


Tho in cœleſtial Groves, I ſought Relief, * 
No heav'nly Fountain, cou'd aſſwage my Grief; N 
And when great Jove, to Black-moor Land was C 

gone, 3 T 
I fat impatient, in my czrule 'Throne „ 2 
But, valiant Prince, I, and the Gods deſign, A 


That you ſucceed, in the Heſperian Line, 


And 


Cd * 
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And put the Tyrants of the Plain to flight, 

Driving em downwards, to eternal Night; 

Thròô fulgent Orbs, the Queen now made her 
way: | 

Nor wou'd one Moment on Olympus ſtay, 

For eer the Gods awak'd, ſhe loos'd her 
Gown, 

And by immortal Jove ſhe laid her down, 


The juſt Æneas in a vaſt Surprize, 
A noble Ardour, in his Breaft does riſe, 
What in the Sibyls Books, the Prieſt did find 
Newly occurs unto the Hero's Mind; 
Chryſes f. 1m thence did unto him explain, 
Tails for the Gods, which he muſt now ſuſtain; 
The Empreſs of the Morn, did paint the Sky, 
A charming Obje& in the Shepherd's Eye, 


Reyiving 
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Reviving Plants, and Flow'rs where-c'er ſhe 


: ſhew 


Her golden Form, or o'er the Paſtures flew ; 


When lo! AÆneas from his Bed aroſe, 

Sweet as where Myrtle and the Poppy grows; 

The Dardan Prince, then for Achates ſent, 

And to the Chief, imparts his high Intent, 

Gave him Commands, that he fach Troops 

ſhou'd chuſe, 

As wou'd no Peril, of the Sword refuſe; 

The Leader, no leſs vigilant, than brave, 

Puriu'd the Orders, which the Hero gave, 

His Truſt in all Things, faithfully diſcharg'd, 

Levied new Forces, and the old enlarg'd: 

The Troops cmbark'd , and Chariots ready 

made, | 

A Victim was, upon the Altar laid, 

When thus ÆEneas, to the Goddeſs prays, 

Invok'd th' Immortals, and his Off 'rings pays. 
Bright 


a 


Bright Queen of Gods, whom Carthage 
heretofore, Fic 

On twice two hundred Altars did adore, 

Th' Italian Flocks , now o'er the Mountains 

ſtray, | 

Robb'd of their Guides, they loſe their verdant 
Way, 

The fleecy Rams, in mournful Accents bleat, 

And big with young, the Ewes refuſe to cat; 

If you, bleſt Queen, indulgent to that Land, 

Me as their fix'd Deliv'rer ſhall command, d 

To bear the Auſonian Scepter in my Hand,) 

Strictly, fair Queen, your high Commands 
mall be, 

In ev'ry fingle Point, fulfill'd by me, 

A large Coloſſus T'll to Juno raiſe, 

And deck her Temples, with Heſperian Bays : 

Soon 
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Soon as the Hero, his' Oblation ends, 
From rich Aitherial Bow'rs, a Nymph deſcends, 
In a bright Cloud, the martial Prince addreſt, 
And thus the Pleaſure of the Gods expreſt : 
If on th' Talian Throne a Prince does ſit, 
To whoſe frail Hand, the Scepter will not fit, 
Unto his Laurels, let not Hurt be done, 
But act like Y. „ d Anchiſes Son; 
Help the Diſtreſs d, and vindicate the Good, 
That have th' Aſſaults of Tyranny withſtood, 
Heſperian Swains, on you depend for Aid, 
The only Hopes of ev'ry ſighing Maid, 
In dubious Points let Themis be your Guide, 
And nothing will from Jeve, be you deny'd : 
All Rites perform'd, and Ceremonies paſt, 
The gallant Hero to the Port does haſte; 
The Anchors up, and proſperous the Gale, 
Pious Æneas, with his Fleet ſet fail, 


Scarce 


— 
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Scarce had he got, three Leagues from off the 
Shore, | 
E'er foaming Billows, did begin to roar ; 
By vaulted Waves ſo high the Ships were toſt, 
They ſeem among th' aerial Regions loſt, 
Then low deſcending, as the Coaſt of Hell, 
They plow the deep, where Sea-green Tritons 
dwell: 
The warlike Prince, by angry Tempeſts bore, 
Back to his Country, and his native Shore, 
The Ilian Prieſts, bewray their Diſcontent, 
And judge theſe Signs, as evil Omens ſent ; 
But he that knew of ove, th' unerring Will, 
Commands his Mariners, to uſe their Skill, 
Looſe to the Winds, he did his Flags diſplay, 
And like a God, through Storms he urg'd his 
Way: 


\ 
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When lazy Fogs condenſe the thickemd Air; 

And ſafe to Land, the great Aneas bear, 
Numbers of Injur'd, cruſh the amber Sand, 
Receive his Troops, and join 'em as they land. 


Upon 


Th 


HE gen'rous Lion, Sovereign of 

| AE Beaſts, 

Lord of the Defarts and the 
Lybian Waſtes, . 

Tygers and Panthers, do his Grandeur own, 

And Leopards dread, the Terrors of his Frown, 

Thro Parthian Wilds, without Control does 


roam, 
A Cave his Manſion, and a Den his Home: 
Yet this imperial Lord, of mighty Sway, 
The ſacred Queen, of Britain does obey; 
What Savage then, cou'd poiſon in the Tow'r 


Thoſe noble Emblems of a Monarch's Pow'r ! 


Anna 


(62249 


Anna the Lions, in her Arms does bear; 

The Fate they underwent, was meant to her: 

But if unhurt, the noble Lions fell, 

And none which way, but Atropos can tell, 

What dire Events, may their quick Dooms 
portend, | 

The Lion is to Majeſty a Friend, 

Who loudly groans, and a juſt Rage does ſhow, 


When injur'd Princes yield unto their Foe; 

But here my ſighing Muſe, muſt ceaſe to ſing, 

Oppreſt with Grief, and droops her golden 
Wing. | 
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DIALOGUES 


BETWEEN 


ALCIBIADES 


AND 


STILPHO 
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Rome quis non? (Perſius.) 
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FON viewing the 

Life of Alcibiades in 
Plutarch, | was not 
a little taken with the Hu- 
mour of that ſuperb Hero: 
and refoly'd with my ſelf, 
in a few Dialogues, to draw 
a Repreſentation of him: 
The Philoſopher isn't that 
Stilpho of Megara in Greece, 
mention'd by Drzogenes La- 
ertius; but a very honeſt 


T0 Mi Perſon 


Name, and 
one Who (to g give an his 
due) had not the leaſt Thing 
in him of a South - Sea Di 


rector. 


aw 


Se 
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DIALOGUE I 
ARGUMENT 


Alcibiades being in Company with his 
Flatterers, Stilpho walking by, expreſſes 
his mortal hatred againſt em,; at 
which the Athenian General is not a 
little offended. | 

Srl 4 


Alcibiades, S$11pho. 


HE ODORUS the 
Herald! and Polition the 
RCA. lorch-bearer! My Lord, 
— l I thought Socrates, who 
ſav'd your Life at Potidæa, had advis d 


vou better. | | 
Hrs 23 Alcib. 


(230) } 


Alcib. What! do you mention his Ser- 
vice to me, with a Deſign of affronti 
me? If he fav'd my Lite at Potidea, i 
did him as good a turn at the Battle of 
Deliun. 8 f 


Stil. No, I don't do it to affront you, | 
but only, if poſſible, to make you think 
a little with your ſelf, for really to be 
plain with you, I am ſorry to ſee you k 
in ſuch looſe and idle Company. b 


” 
k 


 Alcth. Have a care what you fay, 
they are my Friends. b, 


Stil. Your" Friends, Alcibiades, ah! nc 
they'll be the Ruin of you. 

Alcib. Never tell me that. gr: 

: no! 


Stil. Ha, I find *tis to no purpoſe. Bfit 
pray how were theſe worthy Gentlemen 
your Friends, when they brought you 
under the Cenſure of the Senate, for 
offending Proſerpine, and deriding the 
Inſtitutions of the Eamorpides ? 

| | Alcib. 


Fi 
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Aleib, They neither of em accu d 
me. 


Feil. No, but Thelſalus did, and The- 
odorus and Polition prompted You to 


the committing of alt thoſe enormous 
things. 


Alcib. Pho If her grizly Majeſty, 
keeps her Face no clearer than her Huſ- 
band Pluto, a Man need not be afraid 
of difpleaing ſuch a Goddeſs, 


Heil. Nay, if you . can ludere cum 


ſacris, make a Jeſt of the Go I have 
no more to ſay. 


Allcib. The Indictment ſo ſharply ag- 


gravated againſt me by Audroclec, was 
nothing elſe but Calumny. 


Stil. Ay, egad, you had very ill Luck 
then. Pray when the Salamina Galley 
was ſent for you, why did you fly to 
Thuria* afterwards to Argos, and then 
being loth to itay there, you cou'd not 


Q 4 be 


((232: ) 
be quiet till you had produc'd Letters 
of ſafe Conduct to Sparta; why you are 
no timorous Man, and Perſons that are 
not Guilty, don't uſe to be in ſuch 
. i won . {7 L 1 oY. .. 


Aleb. p 1 tell you, Stilpho, ER 


one of the Demagogues, had incens'd 
the Multitude againſt me; now the de- 
facing the Images of Mercury, was done 
by the Cormrnians i in favour of the H- 
ractſians, and put upon thee ; I therefore 
not being willing to hazard my Life, 
with the Beaſt of many Heads, declin'd 
coming to Athens, till ſuch time as 1 


return'd laden With Laurels, and that 


the Madneſs of the People was "abated. 


Ftil. Let you alone for an Excuſe. 
Egad, I believe you might have ſtood your 
Tryal, and baffled your Adverfaries too; 
but let that Intrigue of State be how it 
will, I am certain theſe Profligates lead 
you away to evil Courſes, and J have 
put on my great Sword with a Reſo- 
lution to fight * em. 


2625000990! 2008. 
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Acib. Sure you can't lift your Sword, 
85 ſo vu un. 


Feil. Yes, I can | hold it up as eaſily 
as a young Girl does her Spindle, and if 
you don't hinder me, I ſhall try the 


goodneſs of the Blade upon thoſe two 
Gentlemen there. 10 


Alcib. Prithee where did'ſt thou get 
this huge cutting Sword ? 


Stil. My Lord, this Swan was given 
to my great Grandfather s great Grand- 
father, by the Grand-Mother's ſide. 


Alcib. By whom. 
Stil. By the Furies, and it is the ſame 


that Ajax, Son of Telamon, wore at 
the Siege of Troy. 


| Acib. How came you by it ? 


Stil. It has been prong din the Fa- 
mily ever ſin de. 


"Med. 
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Alcib. What Family ? 


Stil. The Family of the 0 tilpho's, my 
CR J 


Alcib. O, very well! And do you be- 
lieve you're allow'd by the Furies, to 
act 1njuriouſly with this mighty Wea- 
pon ? | 


Stil. By the Leg of Mars, I am not 
able to forbear any longer; egad I] 
fight *tm both at once. Ye vile Sedu- 
cers of Youth, and Peſt oe all civil So- 
cieties, draw. 


Alcib. Stilpho, be quiet, and don't put 
your ſelf into theſe unneceſſary Paſſions, 


$741. Ah, Who can love you? and not 
be troubled to ſee you with theſe Syco- 
phants ? To my certain knowledge, they 
do nothing but abuſe you behind your 
Back. 


| Alcib, To me they are obſerving. 
St, 


. 


Stil. O, T have not Patience to hear 
you fay for Draw, ye Villains, or Pl! 
ſacrifice you this very Moment to the 
Furies. 


Alcib. Hold, hold, 2 what a 
duce wou'd you be at? 


Fil. I wou'd knock theſe Panders on 
the Head. 


Alcib. Harkee, c ilpho, don't you be 
troubleſome, but go about your Buſi- 
neſs, or Pll ſend tor thoſe that ſhall 


make you. 


Sil. Nay, rather than give you that 
trouble, I ſhall leave you to the diſpoſal 
of your Paraſites. p 


So Knaves ſhall Prices Rule, and lead 


aſtray, 
Whilſt wiſe and honeſt Men, are turn d 


away. 


DIA- 
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"DIALOGUE 7% 


ARGUMENT. 


Shades one of the See 5 Alci- 
biades, meeting with Hipparcha, in- 
voighi againſt his Maſter, 225 which 
Se reprehends him. 


| M Aae, H. 22 


"BLESS my Stars. in 
meeting with ſo fair a a 
I Lady. 


l ro me you 
are an evil Omen. | 
T. Why ſo angry? 


Hip. Why are you not, Spaniel like, 
eringing to Alcibiades. 


Th. Oh! he's over Head and Ears in 
Love, and fo extreme humourſome, a 


Dog 


- ws : 1— 1 . 


> bay 
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Dog wou'd not live with him. T for 
my part was forc'd to run away and 
leave him, and I fancy thoſe that are 


now about him, will do ſo too. | 5 
. 


Hip. W hat happy Feinale/ is is it be {6 


—ͤ— admures * ? 


\ \ 


Th. Madam, it is 5 the Oprias Virgin 
Parthenice. 


„ ** 


Hip. A Lady indeed of excellent 
Beauty, and who has Charms enow td 
latisfy the utmoſt Deſires 'of ſo amorous 
a Prince. 710 lo 

| | c 


_ Th. Oh! chen you'll allow him to = 
amorous ? 


Hip. Yes, and 'tis what I value him 
the more for, but then I wou'd have 


his Paſſion to be govern'd by Reaſon. 


Th. Pho! Talk of Reaſon in Love? 
Alcibiades is ſo exceedingly inclin'd to 
the Fair Sex, that he can't be contented 
with only getting an Heir to the Crown 


of 
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of Sparta, hut every handſome Lady 
that he ſees, in one Degree or other, 
muſt have ſome ſhare of his Affections: 
Twas more than ten Men the other Day 
cou'd do, to keep him from de flowering 
a Theban Virgin. | 


Hip. I doubt you invent this. 


Th. O no. And tho? Polition and I, 
us'd all the Arguments imaginable to 
diſſwade him from offering Violence to 
her, telling him, that her Vertue was 
all the Treaſure ſhe had left her in the 
World, and that to deprive her of the 
Pearl of Chaſtity, when ſhe had no 
Friend to ſupport her under her Sorrows, 
wou'd be the moſt barbarous A& that 
ever was done, yet all we ſaid to him 
was in vain; for like a fiery Epirian 
Steed in the heat of Battle, fwell'd with 
Indignation, he toſs'd and flung about, 
nor durſt any body dare to ſpeak to 
him; whilſt the lovely Maid, trembling 
like a fair Æmonian Deer ready for the 
Sacrifice hung down her mournful Head, 

| | dread- 
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dreading ſtill every Moment, when ſhe 
ſhowd fall a Wan to the Hero's Paſſion. 


Hi ip. Nay, now I'm * thou art 
a Villain; Alcibiades has more Honour 
in him, chan to ruin ſo inndcent a Vir- 
gin. Begone, thou diſſembling Crocodile, 
- fawning Sycophant, thou Baſilisk of 
Humane Nature, for thy er . dart 
Poiſon to my Soul. 


- Th. Madam, pray keep your Temper, 
and be not ſo much upon the fret. 


Hip. Alcibiades I'm ſure, inthe Perſon 
of any Lady he aſſociates himſelf with, 
propoſes nothing more, than the Delights 
which attend an innocent Converſation. 


Th. Ah! you don't know him; but 
ſince you are ſo very much his F riend, 
jet me defire you to take no notice of 
what I have faid to you. 


Hip. Intolerable Miſcreant, firſt to 
inveigh againſt a generous Hero, that 
gives you your Bread, and then to deſire 
he 
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he might not be made aequainted with 
the Villany of your Tongue; but depend 
upon it he en he "oy firſt Moment 
T fee him. ors 

75. Prichee wy 8 a. u on 
Grove there's a pleaſant — Bank, 
where if you'll lay your ſelf down, AL 
cibiades perhaps, may come and wont 8 
you into a better Humour. 


Hip. What! I ſhall mas you en 
my Vertue preſently. bn. 


T7. Really, Madam, Briſtol. Stones Al 
3 look as well as Diamonds, n 
| and all is not Gold eee. 24019 C1 
| . E197 110.) ir > SLOSTTIHP 


Hi 1. I am not 78 to endure ſo much | 5 
roots any A N n * 


L el. 1 | 
| 4 

| Th. Hem! Fare you th there? s no 4 
body ſtops you. 03 bid 9941 f 6719 


DIALO G UE III. 


"ARGUMENT. 


Kip is troubled that Alcibiader tei- 
zes the Ladys, and commeuds to him 
the Goodneſs of Cornelia. 


* Metbiades, Silpbo. 


; * e $:3lpho, how do all out 
Friends do in your Part 
of the World? 


Stil. 1 leſt em well. But am ſorry—, 
Alcib. Why? 


Stil. To ſee you'll never leave off tor. 
fnenting” the fair Soy. | 


Ga 1.4 


Aleih, What! oil warrant you” ve met 
Dulcibella? 


\ 5 | R $ k 1 J. 


_ 1 
Stil. I did. And the poor young Lady 
(vas. ready to weep, you dend op ſo. 


<Aled Pho! You Philoſophers 4 t 
underſtand the Nature of a fine Lady. 


Stil. And I wiſh, your 18 that ] 
way were leſs. [4/ide] But pray, * t 


Lord, wall you reſolve me one Tag- G 
ö 4 
Alcib. With. all my Heart. 1 * 
G 

Stil. What in the Name of Jove % . 


makes you run after Women ſo : 3 


* JL 


 Aleib. The ame that made Nn him- Ape 
ſelf; their fine Faces, their lovely Breaſts, | inte 
their delicate Shapes, their A Arms, and 
and their ſparkling Eyes. like 


Stil. Hey day! And what elſe, I be- 
ſeech you ? 


| _ Ati. Why, chan S 3 alla as 
| enticing as all this, which I cou'd men- 
tion to you, 1 "4:71 W: 310% 


® 117 * 4 
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Stil. IL can't imagine what it ſhould 


Alcib. Shall I tell you, then? 


Stil. O no. Tis no matter, let it a- 
lone. Ahl my Lord, had you ever beheld 
the beautiful ri as ſhe was paſ- 
ſing early of a Morning, thrò the Cloy/t- 
ers that leads to the Temple of Veſta, 
you wou'd then adore Women for their 
Goodneſs, as now you ſeem. to admire 
em only for their Beauty. 


Alcih. I've been told by the Prieſt of 
Apollo, that Women are abundantly more 
intent at their Devotions than Men ; 
and after all, *tis a pious Woman that I 
like the bets 


Feil. Women r ſerv'd at the 
Altar, they burnt Incenſe to the Gods, 
and held the ſacred Taper in their Hands 
and ſince, tis 4 vertuous Woman you 
eſteem the moſt; pray why do you fret 
and teize em ſo? 


2— 
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Alcib. Oh! they love dearly to de tei d. 


$21. Tis ſtrange to me, that they 
ſhow'd love to be put out of order. 


Alcib. No, it puts em into Order. 


Jo! eures tir f the Vapours, it ſub- 
dues the Spleen, and cauſes em to be 


of a ou” wan: Temper. 


Seil. Indeed Gan is an Art 1 don't un- 
derſtand; yet I ſhou'd think fine Ladys, 
ought to be treated with all the Gen- 


: Alib. Ha, ha, ha! Hearkee Silpbs, mY 
ſpeak- ſo feelingly of the fair Sex, that one 
ou'd believe you were ſome Petticoat- 
Penſioner. Men of your Size and Gra- 
vity, ſuch as Ariſtippus and others, have 
lov'd Boys, and prithee 12 3 nt 
you love a young Bande 


„ 


Sil That ever any Perſon Mou tall 
fo! Llove:'a young Girl! I love a young 
Girl! O the Shield of Bellona defend 
me! Tis a Sign of degenerate Times, 


0 0 TY% s ws when 


n 
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when great Men take delight in ridi- 
culing of old Age. 


Alcib. Well, Stilpho, I ſhan't provoke 
you any further; beſides I've Affairs of 
moment that call me @way, and] n(uſt 


be forc'd to leave you. 


— 


Stil. I ſhall wait on you again, when 
you are more at leifurex4betides' I Want 
to finiſh'a Scheme in Philofophy..C\ 


» %. 
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DIALOGUE IV. 
ARGUMENT. 


As Stilpho zs putting Queſtions to bis, 
Daughter, Leucippe and Acritia, under 


Pretence of buying Jewels, give Al- 
cibiades an Opportunity of diverting 
himſelf with Miſs. 


"_ Maſh, 2 ang 18 : 


Fril. By N dot wo 


Miſs. T heard my "Mother ſay lately, 
I was almoſt thirteen. . 


Stil. Do you never perceive a Swim” 
ming in your Head? 
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Miß. No. Yes, Sir, I. think L ene 


times. 


Seil. So! Tis my fine Maid, you muſt 
drink pioney Water. 


5 = % * < .# 1 


ri. and Acritia make up to "i 


Lew. Pray, Sir, if 1 may be ſo bold, is 
this your Daughter ? 2 | 


- 1 L 


Stil. Yes, Madam, * a pretty Thiag 
it is too. Miſs, hold up your Head. 


Acri. Pray, Sir, what is her Name? ? 


Seil. What do you think it ſhould be? 
Why, Miſs Dorothea Stilpho, of the an- 


cient Family of the Srilpho s in the 
Iſland of ele. 


Ari. Sir, 1 BY your Pd n. 


Leu. Pray what Education do you 
give her? 


Seil. Education! She has her Limbs : 
ſhe's well ſhap'd, and a Child of an ex- 
R 4 traordinary 
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traordinary Wit;  &en let her "Weed 


herſelf. 


3 YO $a — 7 
Leu. In this, Sir, give me leave to tell 


you, you don't ſpeak like a Philoſopher. 


Seil. 1 don't care to hold an Argu- 
ment with you upon this Topick, there- 
fore if you have any Buſineſs with me, 


that has brought you hither, pray let 
me know it. 


Leu. The Occaſion of this young Wo- 
man's and my waiting on you is, the 
great Reputation you have gain'd, by 
your Skill in erer Stones. 


Fil. Ay, there you ſay well. Miſs, go 
and play. Ladys I have ſeveral as good 


Gems about me as any Lapidiſt in all 
Greece. 


Acri. Pray, Sir, What are they ? 


Stil. Why, Madam, — Sapphirs, 
Diamonds, c. 


Leu. 


al 


2th « 
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Leu. How may one diſtinguiſh the true 
Rubie from that which is Counterfeit ? 


Sil. The true Rubie is of a bright 


crimſon Colour, throw ing forth its Rays 


like the riſing Sun from a Morning 
Cloud: Now the Counterfeit or the Dou- 
blet of a Rubie is, two Chryſtal Stones 
join'd' together by a gummie Subſtance, 
mix'd with the Colour of Carmine, 


Acri. Pray, Sir, is chere but one Sort 
of Rubie. | 


$44. A*nt pleaſe you, there are three 
Sorts ; the Oriental, the Med A and. the 
Bellifant. 


Acri. Which do you judge to be the 
beſt ? 


dil Pugh! the Oriental without doubt. 
Leu. Pray, Sir, What is a Jewel? 
Stil. A Jewel is a precious Stone of 


any kinde finely embelliſh'd, and ſet in 
Silver 


(62509 
Silver or Gold, by the curious Hand of 
N Artiſt. rr eee 


Leu. Which do you look upon to be 


the moſt precious of all Gems? 


- Shit. The Diamond, certainly 


Co! 


Ceri, Pray, Sir, how do you now 
che Value of a Diamond or any other 
e Stone. 


Stil. Firſt by its Weight, next 8 its 
Water or Colour, then its Shape, and 
laſtly, by its Clearneſs from any Impu- 
rity, Flaw, or Speck; now ſuch a Stone 
as this, is almoſt invaluable. 


#. Sir, have you a Casket of Jewels 
Aa you? 


Stil. Egad, you'll quite tire me! Yes, 
börſooth, I have one [He pulls a Casket 
of Jewels out of bis Pocket and opens it.] 


| Aeri. What's this? 


4 


a "i Sri, K Emerald. 
Leu. 
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. What' 5 this} 421130 Of I 


Sil. An Opale 
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4 4 C115 + % 4 
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Seil. A 1 Pho 1Laltys; 1 gd 
may ſbut up my Jewels, yo are! only: 
for putting Interrogatories, and don't in- 
tend to buy any. But Oh! where's Miſs ? 
What's there? Sure ſome Jugler or o- 
ther is playing” Tricks with my. Eyes, 
or elſe. I don't ſee well. He rubs his 
Eyes, and goes nearer em.] Pallas de. 
liver me! For ſhame, A/cibiades, What! 
will you not let Children alone? In the 
Name of the earthly Venus go to Lais 
rather than ſhew this bad Example. 
[Alcibiades ſlips away.] And as for your 
parts, Huſſeys, under Pretence of looking 
upon Jewels, I ſuppoſe - it was your 
Deſign to betray my only Daughter, and 
hire Miſs Dorothea Stilpho into the Hands 
of this wild Hero. Ye Jades, What can 
you ſay for your ſelves? 


Leu. 
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Leu. Truly, Sir, we are aſham'd, and 
have no other Excuſe to make, than 
by telling you, We are Servants. 


LI PL] 1 IPIE 
Stil. Servants ! Ay, to the Devil. And 
for ought I know, you may be two 
young Bawds. Away, ye Baggages, and 
ne'er pretend- to come any more to me 


upon this . Miſs, where are you? 
Mi ifs. Here, 


"Bip poor well meaning "Ip 100 often are, 
© Cheated by Sluts, and brought into a Snare. 
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DIALOGUE v. 


ARGUMENT. 


Alcibiades being enrag*d againſt the Uſu- 
rer at Athens, his Paſii on is yet 
more excited, by the blunt Expreſſions 
of Stilpho. 


Altibitdes, Stilpho. 
HAT ſo mean an Ani- 
mal ſhouw'd poſleſs thoſe 
things of which I'm ſo 

much in want! Ye Gods, 
what noble Mind wou'd think of er ect. 
ing Trophies in the duſty Field, when 
it ſhall be in the Power of a little 


Villain, to fruſtrate the Deſigns of a 
noble Warrior ? 


| ** Stil. 
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Leu. Truly, Sir, we are aſham'd, and 


have no other Excuſe to make, than 
by telling you, We are . 


Stil. Servants! Ay, to York Devil. And 
for ought I know, you may be two 
young Bawds. Away, ye Baggages, and 
ne'er pretend to come any more to me 


upon this Errand. Miſs, where are you? 


| Miſs. Here. 


Thus poor well meaning Men, too often are, 


DIA- 


© Cheated by Sluts, and brought into a Snare. 
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EVEREST 


DIALOGUE V. 


ARGUMENT. 


Alcibiades being enrag*d againſt the Uſu- 
rer at Athens, hzs Paſſion is yet 
1 more excited, by the blunt Expreſſions 
* of Stilpho. 


Alcibiades, Stilpho. 
HAT ſo mean an Ani- 
mal ſhouꝰd poſſeſs thoſe 
things of which I'm fo 
much in want! Ye Gods, 
what noble Mind wou'd think of erect- 

ing Trophies in the duſty Field, when 
it ſhall be in the Power of a little 


Villain, to fruſtrate the Deſigns of a 
nobis Warrior? 


Sil. 
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Stil. hens s the matter. 


Abs. Of al the various” Monſtehs 
engender?d from the {lime of Nile, there's 
nothing ſo Pee as the fordid Miter. 


Sil. Nay, let not Paſſion get * bet- 
ter of Reaſon, 


Alcib. His Senſes all deprv, and ſo 
immers'd in Matter, one wou'd judge 
the Wretch to be only ſome Autometon 
or piece of Mechaniſm, ſet a going by 
the divine Power. 


Sil. T never ſaw you in ſuch a Heat 


before. Pray let me know. - what tis 
that diſturbs, you thus! 18 


_ Atcib, Why, Stilpho, fince you're fo 
inquiſitive, I've a mind to make a Pro- 
greſs thro* ſome Parts of Greece. 


Sil. T hope you'll take Timandra with 
you ? | 15 


Alcih. 
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HAHlcib. Ves. But my Treaſure being 
pretty well ſunk, I diſpatch'd a Meſſenger 
to the old Uſurer Avarus, in order for 
borrowing me a Sum of Money, when 


the peeviſh Fellow return'd me word, 
by had not ſo much Caſh " him. 


9 
p IT; 


Sil. T hap mig very well be: For, 
egad, tis not a {mall Sum that wall ſerve 
IF; turn. un 


Allcib. Sine; you think I've a kind. 


| neſ for you, otherwiſe you wou'd! not 
be thus infolent. . 1 


Keil. My Lock 15 2 Man that love 
to ſpeak the Truth ; and perhaps 32 
may dillike me for chat. 


an? | Aleib: Indeed, Sir, I diſlike no Man for 

telling the Truth, but I can't ſo well 
approve of it, when it is done after a 
rude and unmannerly way. 


Stil. 


6256 


Sbil. Pray, conſider, what. vaſt Expen- 
ces you have often put the State to. 
And I'm ure if the publick Revenues 
can't maintain you, An . 328 ruin 
any private Man. 


$9546 
1 71 


Alrib. Phoo |! Thou talleſt of thing 
Fes out * thy Eee 


Stil. 2 the Uſarer 1 furgifiia 
you with that Money you deſir'd, how 
- ſhou'd he have | ever been = again? 
What, when Szc:ty is reduc'd ? ; 1... 


Mas enda 9d 
Alcib. Thou farling Cynic 55 out 


. ny" Siet 


J, 


Siil, Well, Altibiades, for all your 
ſwaggering, if you don't make Refſtitu. 
tion to HAuytus, for the Plate you unjuſtly 
took from him in a Bacchanalian SOR 
I doubt you'll N . e 


1 Alcib. Really, Seilpho, you are _—_ 
5 provoking. 


Sil. 
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Fil. Ah! Tm as willing to be gone 
as you are to have me. But I hope I 
ſhall find you in a better Humour the 
next time. 


S cio pages 


DIALOGUE VI. 


ARGUMEN I. 


Alcibjades being. indi Pond, ig prevail d 
upon by Stilpho, to drink the Water of 
the River Lethe, after which he grows 
better, and the Philoſopher gives him 
his $ entiments of the Veſtals and 
the Sibyls. + 


50 charge the Immortal 
Powers with Partiality 
to Mankind, is what 
we mult not do. Yet 
thoſe Perſons that enjoy the greateſt 
Affluence of this World's Delight, ſeem 
to deſerve it leaſt; and many times 
the fineſt Beauty, falls to the ſhare of 
him that is both Old and Impotent, 
as 


Alcib. 


ti 
Ol 
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as if the Gods themſelves were ſet upon 
Extremes, and Man the paſſhiye Tool 
on which they work. 


Stil. My Lord, ſince. you are not 
well, pray drink a little of this. 


Alcih. What! Wou'd you me? 
$711, Not for the World. 

Alcib. If you ſhou'd, by Mars Pd— 
til. What. wou'd you do ? 


Alcth, Td thruſt my Sword through 
you. = | 


Feil. Egad, if you were dead, I'd ven- 
ture that. But pray, Alcibiades, be advis'd 
once in your Lite ; taſte of this Liquor. 

Alcib. What is it? 

Stil. Water of the River Lethe. 


Alcib. What's that? 
8 2 Heil. 
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Feil. The ame that Achilles drank, 


when he was reconcil'd to Agamemnon. 


Alcib. Sayſt thou fo, Stilpho | But 1 
thought there had been no Trading 
Voyages made to the Acherontic. Lake? 


Stil. No more there isnt. N 


Alcib. And that he PE went thither, 
ne*er return'd back. 


Stil. The Souls wholly diſengag'd 
from their Bodys, that enter Charon”s 
Boat, return no more; but ſuch as are 
wafted over in the Stygian Ferry by way 
of Viſit to the Shades below, as when 
*Ulyſes at the Inſtigation of Circe went 
to confer with the Divine Tireſias, theſe 
(as the Poets teign) make no great 
difficulty of coming back. And, not to 
keep you too long in ſufpence, this 
Water of Forgetfulneſs was brought by 
Orpheus from the Avernan Groves, 
when he went thither to fetch his Wife 
Euridice; therefore let me intreat you 

| for 
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for your own good to drink plentifully” 
of it. 


Alcib. Well, S::1pho, ſince you are ſo 
very importunate, Pl! oblige you. 
[Takes the Goblet. 


Sil. Een drink it up. How do you find 
yourſelf now ? 


Alcib. This Draught has almoſt brought 
me to my ſelf ! 


Fil. What was it hab put you fo 
out of Humour ? 


Alcib. Never in this World, ſhall I 
behold the bright Sophronia more 


Fil. With humble Submiſſion, Alci- 
biades, the Inamorato's of the fair Sex, 
are many times more taken with the 
Allurements of a fine Dreſs, than by 
any real Excellency, that 1s in the Perſon 
it ſelf. 


Alcib, Oh! Sophronia was a Veſtal. 
eil. 
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Stil. A Veſtal! Egad, there are hand- 
ſomer Women, and more vertuous than 
any of them were, that walk the Streets 
of Athens every Day. 


| Atcib. P ofthumia was indeed ſulpedted 
to be Naught: Let upon her Tryal ſhe 


was acquitted. 


Stil. What think you then of Oppia, 
Madam Minutia, and Sextilia ? That 
were all buried alive for Inceſt. Tutia a 
Veſtal Virgin Condemn'd for the ſame 
Crime, kill'd herſelf; and Opimia and 
Floronia, two Veſtal Nuns, that had 
evident proof made againſt em of Whore- 
dom; the one was thrown into the Earth 
alive at the Collatine Gate, and the 
other took a Rope and hang'd herſelf, 
Now are theſe, Alcibiades, the Ladies by 
which we ſhou'd magnity the Character 
of a truly pious Woman ? 


Alcib. Seriouſly, you put me to a 
ftand ; yet Pm ſure the chaſte Sophronia 


had the Wiſdom of a Sibyl. 
Sil. 


E 


Sil. A Slbyl! That's Worſe again; for 
the greateſt part of them were not only 
Strumpets, but they were Sorcereſles, . and 
dealt inthe Black Art; and except Siby/la 
Cimen, I do not ktiow one of em that 
cou'd pretend to be wiſer, than many 
Virgins. that never propheied, .. .. 


* 


Altib. So then, 1 find that the Veſtals 
and the Sibyls, were like the reſt of 
their Sex, ſome good and- ſome bad. 


Stil. Tis even ſo . 


Alcib. Still as the immix'd ther 
above, tranſcends in Purity the lower 
and more groſs Regions ef the Pirma- 
ment, ſo does tender Woman ſurpaſs Man, 
in Beauty and a clear ſerenity of Mind 


Sil. Why all this Fondneſs? Women 
are Fleſh: and Blood as well as you or 
I; they are born into the World with 
the fame Paſſions, Affections and Deſires 
as Man is; and when you meet with 
a fair and blooming Virgin, you ſhoud'nt 
look 
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look ſo much upon the outward Splen- 
dor of her Form, but rather have an 
Eye to the Beauty of the Jewel within. 


Alcib. Really, Srilpho, after all, I per- 
ceive you're a very honeſt, well-meaning 
Man. | 


Stil. Indeed, I ſhall never give you 
Occaſion to think otherwiſe : And what- 
ever you may imagine, I am more your 
Friend than you are aware of. 


Alcib. Well, Sir, when we meet next, 
I hope we ſhall underſtand one another 
better. 


Stil. My Lord, I am your moſt o- 
bedient Servant. 


